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ADVERTISEMENT. 



To all who love the truth in every age, the 
Primitive Church delivers her testimony with a 
weight from which accidental circumstances of 
difference, however wide, can detract nothing. 
We may even find that there is most of principle 
to apply where there is least of strict precedent to 
follow. To those earl]* ages, their perils, 'trials, 
and controversies, may have hjeen alike peculiar ; 
but that w]}ich really connects every age of the 
Church with every other is not merely the con- 
tinuity of Her history, but the unity of Her 
Faith; nor is it likely that the following pages 
will excite any interest in those who do not 
feel the weight of this first truth. 
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" I exceedingly reverence them (the Fathers of the early Church), 
as well as their writings, and esteem them very highly in love. * * 
They never relinquish this, 'what the Scripture promises I enjoy; 
come and see what Christianity has done here, and acknowledge it is 
of God.' I reverence these ancient Christians, with all their failings, 
the more, because I see so few Christians now ; because I read so little 
in the writings of later timos, and hear so little of genuine Christianity; 
and because most of the modern Christians, so called, not content with 
being wholly ignorant of it, are deeply prejudiced against it, calling it 
enthusiasm and I know not what." — John Wesley. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Of the following Dialogues the first and third 
have definite historical dates : that of the former 
being in the reign of the Roman emperor Decius ; 
that of the latter, the last year of the reign of 
Maximin. This is not the case with the second ; 
but the course of the second century may be 
assigned. as a suitable period for the supposed 
events. There is, also, in point of structure, a 
slight difference between the third and the other 
two, since in these the scene is restricted to the 
place from which the Dialogue is named, whereas 
in the third the latter portion only of the Dialogue 
takes place at and near Carthage, the former at 
Troas, and the remainder during a supposed voyage 
from Asia to Africa. This is not the place to 
detail the events supposed as the frame-work of 
each Dialogue, nor the characters introduced ; so 
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far as the former are historical, they will, I believe, 
be found to be correct ; so far as they are ficti- 
tious, they must be left to the judgment of the 

♦ reader. I am aware of a considerable laxity in 
point of form ; but conceive that to a work which 
makes no pretensions to the dramatic class the 
rules of that higher order of writing are inap- 
plicable. 

For the explanation of some allusions which 
might otherwise have been obscure to a large 
class whom the author would gladly have for his 
readers a few notes have been appended. In the 
second and part of the third Dialogue the re- 
ferences to these at the foot of each page have 
been accidentally omitted, owing to an inadver- 
tence while the work was in the press. To 

- remedy this as far as was possible, references 
to the page and line to which they belong have 
been added among the notes themselves. 

H. H. 

St. James's, Westminster, 
October, 1851. 
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ROME.— Part I. 

A SICK CHAMBER. 



Anastasia (sick) \ 
Antonia (her Sister) } Widows - 
Flavilla (a Slave). 

Anastasia. It matters not, my sweet sister; 
forbear to grieve — I go to God : this weary pain 
will soon be past. 

Antonia. It is the hour to take thy medicine. 

Anas. Medicine ! Take no thought for it, the 
last anodyne is near. 

Anton. At least, dear, take some poppy-juice ; 
it may compose thee. 

Anas. There is but one soporific left, and that 
shall lay me soon, I trust, to sleep in Jesus. 

Anton. Yet my heart aches to see thee so worn 
with pain. While thy head doth press a pillow 

B 
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2 DIALOGUES OF THE EARLY CHURCH. 

my hand must smooth it. Couldest thou not 
raise thee a little in the bed? Thou couldest 
not ? Drop then upon this arm ; and thou, Fla- 
villa, grasp my hand on the other side — gently, 
so; now plant a larger cushion, girl. Is that 
more easy? Thy goats'-hair pillow is not soft 
enough. Would that I had one of cygnets' down 
for thee ! 

Anas. No pillow is so soft as love, my beloved. 

Anton. That the disciple felt when he lay upon 
the Lord's bosom. 

Anas. Ah ! my head, too, will soon be laid 
there ; meanwhile I have thy love to pillow on. 

Anton. Most true, my dearest ; yet would I do 
somewhat to ease thy pain. I see thine eyelids 
quivering with the throbs of thy brow. 

Anas. Be content, dear soul ; these lids will 
soon pulse no more to anguish or to joy, until 

Lord Jesus, tarry not, come quickly ! Ah me ! 

1 faint. 

Anton. Hand me the aromatic vinegar; stay, 
moisten the kerchief; quick ! Let me bind it 
round her brow — raise her head — now under- 
neath — so. Pour some on the left palm, 'twill 
stir the vital spirits — she has swooned ! 

Flavilla. I think her eyelids move, madam. 

Anas. Where am I ? methought I was gone. 
There is a mist — a thick mist. Hath the cock 
crown yet ? Ha ! 

Anton. Thou wanderest. God give thee rest ! 
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Anas. Amen ! Yes, Christ cometh soon. I 
am better now. 

Anton. Thy hand is cooler. 

Anas. I think He will come to-day. Dost 
thou think He will come to-day ? What of the 
day, dear sister ? 

Anton. An hour past noon. Thou wast losing 
thyself, dearest ; thou didst ask but now if the 
cock had crown. 

Anas. The cock ? Ah, yes, the cock ! He is 
the bird of the resurrection, Antonia. 

Anton. Why so, my sister ? 

Anas.} The dead shall be raised at the voice of 
the Archangel, and the trump of God — are not 
these things written ? 

Anton. Undoubtedly ; by God's grace we have 
them sure. 

Anas. Ah ! when I see the cock clap his 
broad wings and raise his clear note, it ever 
brings those words to my mind. I think of the 
Angel of Judgment, with his pinions shadowing 
the firmament, and his trumpet shaking the deep 
of earth and sea. Lord, I wait. Is there any 
news! in the city ? 

Anton. I know no certain news, but rumours 
roll about the city that the edict is confirmed. 
. Anas. And will it be acted upon ? 

Anton. There is little doubt. 

Anas. And what is the issue ? 

Anton. Sacrifice, concealment, flight, or 
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4 DIALOGUES OF THE EARLY CHURCH. 

Anas. Death? 

Anton. Death. 

Anas. As for the first ? 

Anton. God forbid ! 

Anas. The second ? 

Anton. The chance is small, smaller every hour. 

Anas. Then, sweet sister, let us divide the two 
last resources. Fly thou, as Christ bade ; let me 
die — He calls me soon. I would fly, thou 
knowest, if I could, with thee. 

Anton. I know thou wouldest, and it sufficeth 
me. Thou canst not fly, I will not. 

Anas. think of it and pray. Christ may 
call me soon, I think; I almost feel He will 
speedily, but I dare not speak boldly. The few 
hours I yet may live will be of infinite value to 
thee, if used in flight. To the dying Anastasia 
thy presence might be a blessing, but not if pur- 
chased by thy life. let me know thou art safe, 
though absent, and my prayers shall follow thee ; 
whilst breath mounts from these lips it shall 
ascend in prayer for thee. Thou weepest 

Anton. dearest ! dearest ! speak not of it. 
I know thou wilt pray — so will I; but I will 
pray by thy side, my Anastasia. 

Anas. All that love can do thou hast done. 
When was earthly love so like to heaven as ours ? 
But a higher, ampler love than thine must do the 
rest. Why strive beyond measure ? Who knows 
the will of God ? Who can reckon thy value to 
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the Church, of which thou hast been so long a 
faithful and holy widow ? 

Anton. God hath His own widows everywhere. 
Were not the virgins of the Church murdered in 
Pontus last year ? " If they do these things in 
the green tree," said the Lord, "what shall be 
done in the dry ?" He can keep me here if it be 
His will. I seek not the sword; if it seek me, it 
is God who sends it. 

Anas. yet, yet, for my poor heart's sake, fly ! 
Flavilla will tend me. She is in no danger, not 
being a Christian. How shocking it seems to be 
glad that any one is not a Christian ! Lord, 
forgive, forgive the word ! 

Anton. My beloved, why vex thyself thus ? Is 
it not manifest thy wish is unwise if it lead thee 
to speak that thou wouldest not ? Thy thought 
hath made thee weep. Know, once for all, I 
cannot fly. My beating heart would sound louder 
than my shrinking footsteps, and convict my 
flight. No, beloved one, death may part us, but 
nothing else shall. 

Anas. Ah me, I am weak again — pray for me 
— a little, little strength. 

Anton. May Christ strengthen thee in body 
and in spirit, which are His. Thou hast over- 
wrought thy falling powers, my Anastasia. Thou 
must not start from thy pillow with pointing 
hand and straining eye, as thou didst but now. 
Forgive me — yes, one kiss — it is the last time 
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Antonia will chide her she loves. Be calmer, 
dearest; strive not; be slow to speak; pray in- 
wardly rather. 

Anas. Well, well — yes, yes, I will, I will be 
calm. Forgive — oh! foolish — heats. Lord — 
thy peace pure — perfect. Yes, grant — Lord — 
may I be Oh ! 

Anton. Thou dost but shake thy clepsydra,* my 
dearest. The drops ebb fast; thy voice faileth. 
Eat a little of this pomegranate — take a morsel 
between thy lips, it will refresh thee. 

Anas. Ah ! no. There is no need. I cannot 
eat, dear love, now; my stomach retains not a 
grain nor a drop. Ah, no ! rejoice with me — for 
me the meat that perisheth is no more. 

Anton. Yet thou livest. God may be gracious. 

Anas. I live ; oh, yes ! God, I live to thee 
through Christ ! I live by bread no more. The 
words that He hath spoken are spirit and are life. 

Anton. He may yet give thee — didst thou not 
pray for it but now ? — a little strength. 

Anas. He will ! He will ! — the strength to 
snap short this fleshly cord. Sweet sister, thou 
wilt say the Lord's Prayer at sunset ? 

Anton. Yea, my sister. 

Anas. With one petition I, methinks, have 
done, — "Give us this day our daily bread." 
Then, Lord, "thy kingdom come, thy will be 
done," in me thy servant. Amen. 
* See Note 1. 
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Anton. Amen. Is thy heart easy? Is there 
peace within thy soul, Anastasia ? 

Anas. Utter peace. It is the Lord in whom I 
have peace. 

Anton. Let us cleave to Him alone in this sad 
hour. Thou feelest a certain hope, dost thou not, 
of sins forgiven and a crown of joy ? 

Anas. Oh, when I think over all my squandered 
youth and early sins I fear awhile and quake 
exceedingly, as though I drew near to the mount 
of the law amidst the blackness, and darkness, 
and tempest of God's wrath. But the blood of 
the Cross has been shed on my soul ; I think of 
the Cross and of Him that hung thereon, and the 
darkness breaks up like a cloud before the wind, 
when broad sunbeams come trailing through. I 
speak more strongly as I think thereon. Hath 
He not given me the strength for which I prayed ? 
Oh, Antonia, we are in Him even now — even 
now ! 

Anton. Thou wilt not take the body's food ! 
Would that some of the presbyters, Aureolus, for 
instance, or Patrobus, would bring thee of the 
meat that endureth unto everlasting life — the 
bread which the Lord gave, that we might dwell 
in Him and He in us. 

Anas. That is what I have been thinking. 
Will not the bishop, thinkest thou, come ? They 
were not wont to neglect the widows. 

Anton. Alas, there is no bishop ! the emperor 
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8 DIALOGUES OF THE EARLY CHURCH. 

will not suffer one to be elected. It is rumoured 
that spies and informers were tracking the clergy 
for some time before this last ferocious edict, for 
they could never meet, with whatever secrecy, but 
some of the Praetorians were sure to break in and 
disperse them with violence and threats. 

Anas. That bodeth evil. 

Anton. When the shepherd is not, the wolf is 
presently upon the flock. There are fearful 
rumours abroad. No place is safe. Yes, yes, 
every place is safe; for wherever we are Christ 
is there, whether to save our lives or to call us 
hence. Yet these wicked are making havoc of 
the flock of God. Some say that Decius is the 
man of sin, of whom the blessed Paul spake. 

Anas. May he not be converted ? Paul him- 
self was at first a persecutor. God grant him 
such. I would pray for him before I die. 
Lord, thou comest soon; at crow of cock — at 
crow of 

Anton. My beloved, thy frail voice faileth thee. 
Thou art like a gathered flower whose scent is 
almost gone. Waste not thy brief and precious 
breath in words. 

Anas. Thou art tired with watching ; I know 
thou must needs be. Go lay thee down — for my 
love's sake, now, lay thee down. 

Anton. And art thou to be gone so soon, and 
shall I not watch ? So soon ! ah, how selfish 
was the prayer I have so often prayed, that God 
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would take me first. Oh, to be left without 
thee — oh! 

Anas. Forbear, my beloved ; thou hast touched 
the only string that has a note of woe. Lo, I die ; • 
and, as it seemeth, one is taken and the other 
left. I go to my repose. Will a thought of thee 
left desolate, and the church in havoc beneath 
barbarian rage, reach to me and ruffle my sleep ? 

Anton. Refrain, as the heathen are wont to 
say, from ill-omened words. The Lord's will be 
done in us both. 

Anas. He will strengthen us to bear each our 
portion. The Lord sustain me. I leave thee in 
this evil world alone, without love to comfort 
thee, save His. There is none I have to bequeath 
thee to ; my heart has not an heir. Oh, Blessed 

One, who didst leave thy mother to John— 

beloved — Lord — thine arm — support. 

Anton. Thou art again fainting, my beloved 
one. Couldest thou not take a little wine ? 

Anas. It availeth not — it passeth off, so. These 
half-swoons will beset me — then will come one, 
the last. Meanwhile my strength is of God, 
whilst I have my being I will praise Him. I have 
the hidden manna, what need of outward aliment ? 
No — no more of that fruit of the vine, until I 
drink it new with the Lord in the kingdom of 
God. Content thee. I go when He calleth. 
Blessed be His name ; my lamp is burning, and 
my loins girded about. Be thou, my love, ready 
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10 DIALOGUES OF THE EARLY CHURCH. 

also; and tarry thou, meanwhile, the Lord's 
leisure. 

Anton. It will not be long, sweet sister. We 
have both been long exercised with infirmities — 
we are now wasted with years. I thought myself 
the frailest of us twain — I rejoiced secretly in so 
believing — and lo ! I hold thy dying head upon 
my breast. yes, it is bitter ; I have journeyed 
to the fountain, and returned to break my pitcher 
on the threshold. Yet, for one of us, it must 
needs have been thus. Few are born twins, 
fewer still have a twin death ; but we have been 
twins in love. The Lord be praised, therefore, 
even in this. It may be I shall be left awhile 
behind thee, to prove whether I can love God for 
nought. Nay, speak not, but listen how I love 
thee, dearest, now beyond all other times I As 
is our past long life to the few hours which seem 
left thee now, so is my love for thee now to all my 
earlier love for thee. What a good sister hast 
thou been ! Yes, I see ! thou wouldest reprove 
me for saying so. We have been like two stems, 
my Anastasia, that twine more closely when their 
flowers and fruit are gone. Having lost our hus- 
bands young, before we knew Christ, we have 
since known Him together. All earthly affections, 
save thine for me and mine for thee, fade into 
the darkness from which we were enlightened by 
baptism. Oh ! He will enable me to bear this — 
He will, I know He will — this loss of thee, more 
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bitter through all the love we have borne each 
other, and all the sore trials under which each 
has helped the other's faith. I hold thee in these 
arms, and that which I hold will soon be chilly, 
first, then loveless ; the neck will droop idly on 
the breast, then stiffen ; and the eyes into which 
I gaze now will be sealed till they open on the 
face of the Son of Man. Lord, if this cup 
may not pass away from me, except I drink it, 
Thy will be done ! Yet that our last breath 
might be drawn by both in one farewell kiss, and 
both fall down, and my bosom be on thine till 
both hearts ceased to beat ! 

Anas. my beloved, thy grief groweth wild ; 
refrain thyself. What right have we to hope for so 
great a grace ? Are we not in Him even now ? 

Anton. Bless His name ! we are. 

Anas. A dark veil falleth soon between me and 
thee ; but are we not both still in Him ? Again 
it lifteth, and thou art taken within it, and we are 
no more on opposite sides of it ; and yet not again 
in Him, but still in Him. Yet a little while ! If 
so be the Lord will that thou tarry, what is that 
to thee ? Was not St. John the beloved of the 
Lord, and yet left the last of all ? — the man who 
saw three generations of saints, children and 
children's children in the faith ? 

Anton. Ah, yes, dearest; it was so — it was 
so ! Oh, had I the soaring faith, and still deep 
love of holy John ! Lord ! I sin with the lips, 
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increase thou my faith. Hark ! (to Flay ill a) 
was that a sound of knocking ? 

Fla. I seem to have heard some such sound for 
some time. 

Anas. The Lord be merciful unto thee, my 
sister ! Yes, we shall, Antonia, be one in Him 
still. Yet, I own, to part from thee is a pang 
which thrills me; it is only not too great for 
Christ's love to heal. Whither art thou looking ? 
What ! does some sound alarm thee ? 

Anton. Methought I heard a noise without. 

my beloved, we have been talking till all the 
world without was lost to our ears ; and Flavilla 
says she hath heard several times the heavy tramp 
as of soldiers' footsteps passing, and the shout as 
of a distant mob. 

Anas. Ah, then, it comes ! Wilt thou not fly ? 

Anton. Think not of it. Ah, there is hope ! 

Anas. I think I perceive thy thought ; thou 
art hoping we may not be separated by a long 
interval ? 

Anton. I am. If they should drag me hence, 

1 may even die before thee, love ! 

Anas. O praise, thanksgiving, glory! How 
near Heaven seems when we speak thus ! Why, 
thou art near me; I see thee and handle thee, 
and thine arms enfold me, but His mightier pre- 
sence seems to overpower thine. 

Anton. How glorious is the hope which Christ 
hath prepared for them that love Him ! And now 
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it almost seems as though it were within grasp 
to us, stretching out the hand ! Were it not so, 
how bitter were the sting of death 1 how much of 
life would the fear of death poison beforehand 1 
Were it not so, the wise must needs ape folly as 
their best defence — must either live for each 
moment only, or, if they dared look beyond it, 
must fear. beloved Anastasia, who could bear 
from such love as ours to sink into the cold blank 
void of nothing ? I could not bear it — I must 
go mad! 

Anas. The communion of saints! — the com- 
munion of saints ! What warm words are they ! 
We have said them often with the lips ; but when 
thou and I are parted in the flesh, if God willeth 
we should be, then we shall feel all their virtue. 
What thinkest thou of the after-death, Antonia ? 

Anton. If thou meanest before we rise again, I 
know not well what to answer; methinks it is dark. 

Anas. I think of it as of a long deep sleep in 
which we shall, in a vision, like a vision of the 
night, see God. We shall, I fancy, behold one 
like to the Son of Man. His presence will be 
before our eyes ; as one falls askepat noon with 
her face upwards to the sky, anqHpr t8e$e is the 
sun, and nothing else is there ; sq^foethinks, the 
Lord's presence will be all we shall feel. And it 
is that to which I go. Oh, is it true? — Yes, 
beloved, it is that to which I go ! 

Anton. Amen, fie it bo to thee and me ! 
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Part II. 

A SICK ROOM. 

Antonia. 

An ASTASIA. 

Flavilla. 

Curcuuo (an Energumen)* 

Curculio. Oh, can you cure me ? Oh, ladies, 
have you any help ? I am a little better now. 
But soon the fit will seize me again . 

Anton. Why rushest thou in so rudely? Are 
not the dying defended by a religion from such 
tumult ? Cure thee, friend ? surely thou art 
beside thyself! Had I the gift of healing, thinkest 
thou not I would raise up my beloved sister, lying 
here, death-stricken, awaiting her end ? 

Cure. Forgive me — pray for me — oh! your 
prayers may heal me, though you know it not. 
Pray for one who cannot pray for himself. 

Anton. Have I not with me one who cannot 
pray for herself; and have I not prayed for her ? 
Surely thou canst pray; thou wast* even now 
beseeching me : and is God less willing to hear, 
when Jesus Christ has promised ell good things 
to prayer ? 

* See Note 2. 

•• * • A 9 % 
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Cure. Oh — oh-h-h ! horrible, horrible ! I can- 
not pray. The apparitors are coming — beware of 
your lives. The search is strict : I saw you were 
Christians when first I entered. I saw them, but 
now, in Suburra, passing towards the Gemonian 
with a train of prisoners, all bound back to back, 
and make to walk so whilst the people pelted and 
jeered. Run! fly hence! escape to the gate — 
the Capenian is the best — there is the archway 
under the great aqueduct; fly there, and pray 
for me. 

Anton. What meaneth the man, or rather the 
monster, to break in thus on the sacred privacy 
of the dying ? Knowest thou aught of him (to 
Flavilla) ? 

Flav, The man, madam, is known well ; he is 
a Sardinian. There, it is said, some evil spirit 
passed into his belly. It is thought the mist 
which floats over that baneful herbage is that 
whereon such spirits love to ride. He has ever 
been looked on as one possessed. They gave him 
the name of Curculio, because, in his fits, he doth 
ever wallow and twist himself about like a maggot. 
Your priests took him, and sought to heal him 
— it was once thought they had succeeded: if 
they had, I think I should have joined that way. 

Cure. Yes, madam ; behold in me, Curculio, 
the energumen. I have been taught, in my 
intervals of ease, to know Christ; but if I ever 
dare to pray to Him, or in His name, the devil 
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at once seizes me, and I curse when I would 
fain pray. I blaspheme the very name I mean 
to adore. Oh — oh-h-h ! if I could only pray — 
but once pray — I feel sure the devil would be 
driven from me; but the evil one knows his 
expulsion would follow, and holds his own — and 
oh! I dare not try; he scatters the words of 
prayer from my lips in blasphemy — Oh ! horror, 
horror! I foam, and gnash, and I curse my 
Maker, and bind myself by awful and evil names, 
when I would, if I could, pray for peace, and 
love, and joy. And can I venture then to pray ? 
Oh ! I dare not. Oh, lady ! oh, dying lady ! if 
thou art dying in the faith of Christ, with thy 
hope of salvation sure, oh, then have pity; oh, if 
thou hast a breath left, pray for Curculio, who 
cannot pray for himself. 

Anton. Unhappy and afflicted one, it is, I 
fear, too late ! My blessed sister is, I think, in 
the deep slumber from which she will wake no 
more in the flesh. 

Cure. And canst thou not pray ? 

Anton. Surely ; prayer is all I have left : but 
ah ! my beloved sister's prayers were prayers of 
fuller grace and deeper faith than mine. Oh, 
Anastasia, art thou, indeed, lost to all conscious 
life? She may revive — her eyes may open — we 
shall see. 

Cure. And meanwhile, canst thou not pray — 
or wilt thou not ? 
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Anton. Most willingly. Wilt thou say, Amen ? 

Cure. I cannot. 

Anton. Canst thou not surprise the fiend within 
thee ? It is a quick, short word. 

Cure. Surprise ! when he hath my will by 
anticipation? Lady, the fiend hears thee with 
these ears, watches thee out of these eyes, and 
should I provoke him to use this tongue, thou 
wouldest shudder at the thought of what thou 
shouldest hear. 

Anton. Great God ! and do I stand in the 
actual presence of the evil one ? Oh, Anastasia, 
Anastasia, awake! oh, pray one prayer for thy 
wretched sister. Art thou, indeed, a devil — and 
so calm? 

Cure. Lady, I am amazed at myself. I know 
not wherefore I am not even now thrown and 
tossed by my tormentor. He was wont, for less 
than thou hast said, to hurl me into an ecstasy of 
imprecations. Perchance it is the pure presence 
of a holy soul ready to pass to her last rest which 
the Most High uses to control anjl rebuke him. 

Anton. Then why not try and say, Amen ? 

Cure. I dare not try; I have tried it when 
within hearing of the Church's worship, the prayers 
for us energumens being read.* I have tried, and 
all the power of the Church's uplifted prayers 
has not repressed the fiend. 

Anton. What hath he then done ? 

* See Note 3. 
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Cure. Instead of "Amen" to prayer, I say 
"Ha! ha!" 

Anton. Surely thou art mocking me, stranger ; 
me, forlorn and stricken — a widow and desolate — 
doubly widowed now ! 

Cure. Forbear, madam ; I am like Vesuvius : 
thou canst see no outward sign, and yet there is 
that within me which may burst forth, and scorch 
and wither. Listen a little further; I have stood 
within hearing when they were saying the holy 
symbol* of the faith. I have tried to join my 
yoice. I could no more confess than T could pray. 

Anton. And what then followed? What sort 
of voice didst thou utter ? 

Cure. Many forms of mockery and blasphemy 
came from my horror-struck lips, but mostly such 
as, " I believe in Satan, maker of sin and wicked- 
ness," and other frightful things I have an awe 
of saying. Nor could I, when I would have 
stopped, cease utterance ; but was hurried onward, 
like an oarless boat upon a torrent : the devil 
forced me to deny what I meant to have confessed; 
as to say, " no communion of saints, no forgive- 
ness of sins, no life everlasting — ha! ha!" So 
ended my confession. 

Anton. And have the prayers of the Church 
had no effect in intercession for thee ? 

Cure. I know not, lady ; I dare not say that. 
The devil, I know, would fain have me think so. 

* See Note 4. 
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I have said so, I have cried it aloud, but then I 
was ruled and goaded by my frightful in dweller. 
I think they have had some effect, but not the one 
I long for. I think I have longer intervals of 
respite between his attacks. He would once throw 
me down, and make me twine my legs, and roll 
hideously in my foam ; now he is mostly passive, 
save when I try to pray. 

Anton. And hast thou lately tried ? 

Cure. I tried the first day of last week. I 
dared not venture into the* assembly, but wan- 
dered forth unto a hill apart, as, I have heard in 
church, the Redeemer did; I thought His example 
might strengthen me. 

Anton. And how didst thou fare ? 

Cure. Oh! it was of no avails- of no avail; 
all was horrible — all was dark ; it was the 
same howling tempest of curses. Oh, lady, I 
perish; I am doomed! The evil one hath me, 
and he will surely keep me. I am a prisoner 
chained to his keeper. This frame of flesh is the 
dungeon which holds the fiend and me. I can-* 
not get free ; oh, misery ! I cannot. Oh, if I 
could say only one little prayer, all might yet be 
well; but all is vain. I am without prayer, with- 
out hope. Oh, intercede, if thou hast a voice to 
lift up ! pray that I may at least be dumb, rather 
than be thus made a trumpet of the devil. 

Anton. I will pray for thee. Look thou on 
my sister's face the while — she will soon die, and 
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pass to the saints' rest ; there is peace, and love, 
and hope in her countenance : it may do thee good 
to look thereon. I will pray — Oh, Lord Jesus, 
who didst promise that in Thy name Thy faithful 
servants should cast out devils and work wonders, 
magnify Thy holy name in us, weak women and 
afflicted widows of Thy Church ; drive forth this 
unclean spirit from this wretched man, as thou 
badest the evil legion to depart from the vexed 
Gadarene ; and so fill him with Thy Holy Spirit, 
the Comforter, thafr the foul demon return no 
more. Grant, Lord, this sign to the faith of 
thy servant Anastasia, and so not unto us, but 
unto Thy holy name, be the praise. 

Anas. Amen. 

Cure. (Ha, ha ! The time is short — I must 
work.) Young woman, I have a word for thee. 
Hush ! I am here on an errand; wilt thou aid 
me therein ? • It shall be worth thy labour. Speak 
not aloud, but signify assent. 

Flav. What wouldest thou ? So may the gods 
love me as I will have no dealings with thee. 

Cure. O slave! — art thou not a slave? — thou 
mayest be free if thou wilt but listen and do. 

Flav. What meanest thou ? Thou hast a devil ! 
Juno defend me 1 

Cure. Have I a devil still ? Then those Christ- 
ian prayers go for nothing. Do I look calm now ? 
Then have I no devil that thou needest fear. 
Perchance he is gone forth. Thy mistress would 
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tell thee that the lady Juno, whom thou didst 
invoke, is a she-devil. Heed it not, only listen 
to my words; they concern thee much — thy 
freedom, girl. What is thy mistress doing ? 

Flav. My mistress prayeth. How can I trust 
thy words, having heard from thine own lips that 
thou hadst a devil ? 

Cure. Hist I I am no demoniac — I ? Ha ! ha ! 

Flav. 'Tis the very sound thou didst say the 
evil one forced thee to utter. 

Cure. Cannot a man laugh without being set 
down an energumen ? I think the devil (if there 
be one) is less good-humoured mostly. 

Flav. Thou didst thyself confess it. Why, I 
beheld thee writhe and toss, even according to the 
name thou nearest, when the lady said " Amen/' 
I see even now the devil glaring in thine eye. 

Cure. I will tell thee wherefore I accused my- 
self. I can writhe and toss when I would make 
the accusation seem real. As for mine eyes, they 
are bright with joy, doubtless. Why, thou simple 
one, what are thy mistresses doing ? 

Flav. Thou seest one on her knees, holding up 
the other's hands ; and both, I think, are praying. 

Cure. Tis well ! Is not holy prayer a thing to 
make an angel glad ? And am I therefore a devil 
if I laugh f 

Flav. Didst thou not beg them to pray for* 
thee ? and when they pray dost thou laugh f 

Cure. Ha ! ha ! I say 'tis well. 
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Flav. The gods help thee to better thoughts ! 

Cure. The gods help those who help themselves. 
I will show thee how to help thyself. 

Flav. To what ? 

Cure. Thy liberty. Thou art a slave. Their 
prayers would have set me free from a devil, they 
may set thee free from them. To whom are they 
praying ? 

Flav. Thou knowest but little. They pray to 
Jesus their God. 

Cure. Do not I know Jesus ? (Would to hell 
I did not !) 

Flav. What mutterest thou ? 

Cure. Exactly so ; they are Christians, I heard 
them name Him. Now the Emperor will conjure 
this praying spirit out of these Christian python- 
esses. He hath powerful exorcisms of his own. 
He is a zealot for the gods, the ancient gods, 
who have made Rome great. All slaves who 
will inform against their masters or mistresses 
as following this accursed superstition are free 
from that hour. 'Tis the latest edict. I came 
here to hunt these Christians. Hush, not a 
word ! but listen. I will give thee the chance ; 
thy liberty is the prize. Run thou to the station 
of the fifteenth legion and give the information. 

Flav. And betray my mistresses to death? 
Oh, shame ! 

Cure. Art thou a Christian ? 

Flav. I am not. I was never taught to be, yet— 
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Cure. Yet thou wouldest not wholly dislike to 
learn? 

Flav. I might learn if I would from this death* 
bed and this sister praying in silence. 

Cure. And thou, doubtless, hast been praying 
to Jupiter and Esculapius for thy mistress's life, 
for which thou art so anxious ? 

Flav. No. 

Cure. Nor wilt thou ? 

Flav. I will neither inform nor pray to Jupiter. 

Cure. But what if thou wert spared the trouble 
of informing by my calling up yonder soldier, who 
has been lounging for some time round the an* 
nouncements of the games ? He would return with 
a band of men from the sedile to apprehend a 
family of Christians. The quarters of the Prae* 
torians are hard by, and, in the space before the 
tent of the Prefect, the wonted altar of Jupiter 
of the legions. Thy mistresses, and thou, and I, 
should be conducted thither — the dying lady would 
probably die by the way. The other would have an 
early opportunity of following. Thou wouldest 
pray, or, at least, sacrifice to Jupiter then. 

Flav. My mistress would not sacrifice. 

Cure. I said so : did I not say she might soon 
follow her sister? Since, refusing to cast the 
incense on the altar, she would follow soon 
enough, but, as it seems, by a rougher road. 

Flav. How rougher ? 

Cure. The tribulus. 
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Flav. What meanest thou ? 

Cure. The tribxdus is a bed of short spikes; 
but they have lately invented a double trilmlus, at 
the promulgation of this edict. It is not thought 
convenient to make the spikes large, nor very 
sharp. See, now, I place my two palms together ; 
place thy hand between them, as in the children's 
game ; now, my elbows being drawn back, each of 
my palms traverses a surface of thy hand. Dost 
thou mark me f 

Flav. What then ? 

Cure. Conceive, then, each palm of mine a 
surface set closely with small steel thorns. 

Flav. Horrible man, begone ! 

Cure. This aptly sets forth to thee the double 
tribulus. They drag it very slowly. 

Flav. Great Father ! what merciless lust of 
blood! And have they invented this for the 
Christians ? 

Cure. Specially for the Christians. I am not sure 
whether it has been tried yet. But the sedile 
has just ordered a new one, and is anxious to 
flesh the teeth of it. Ha ! ha ! So thou refusest 
thy liberty, fool ? Ha ! ha ! I go. 

Flav. Beloved madam, he is gone. Oh, hasten 
hence ! — ye must fly or die : the time is short, 
thou and I will carry the sick lady. 

Anton. Must we f Let us die, then, and so 
we need not fly. Thou wilt be carried hence 
only to thy grave, wilt thou not, my Anastasia ? 
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Her lips motfe without voice, but I see her soul 
in her eyes. Where is the energumen ? 

Flav. He is no energumen. He is gone forth ; 
that is what I told thee, he is gone ; and if thou 
tarriest, thou diest. He denied that he was an 
energumen. He is gone to bring the soldiers; 
they hunt for Christians ; they have no mercy on 
age or sex, widow or virgin. 

Anton. And is it so — is it indeed so ? O 
Christ, we triumph because of thee ! victory, 
my Anastasia, victory ! Then I shall not be left 
behind. Beloved, I kiss thee, but with no fare- 
well. I shall say no last words for thee, Anas- 
tasia. Thy lips move — what ? 

Flav. What saith my mistress ? Put thine ear 
close, madam, to her lips. 

Anton. "We live or die," I think she says. 
Again — "Together Christ's." Is it not that 
thou wouldest say, my beloved one, " We live or 
die together Christ's ?" I see she assents with 
her eye. Yes, praised be God, my sister ! So 
the energumen is gone ? I was praying for him 
whilst thou and he were talking. What said he ? 

Flav. Oh, madam, he is a foul wretch, a prowler 
for innocent blood! He pretended to be pos- 
sessed that he might draw a confession from you. 
He is fierce and sly — in craft merciless — an 
informer to wit — but no energumen. 

Anton. I doubt he hath a devil in him, in spite 
of all thou sayest. But if he procure my dis- 
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missal speedily, together with this beloved one, 
or at once after, I will reckon him an angel. 
But art thou sure of what thou sayest? How 
piteously the man besought ! the very tears stood 
thick along his uncombed beard whilst he im- 
plored our prayers. 

Flav. He is a hateful dissembler — double- 
tongued, like a serpent. He tempted me to 
betray you, and spoke of my being rewarded with 
my liberty. Oh, I am a slave, perhaps, but he is 
a monster. 

Anton. Nay, say rather, as I think, he hath 
one tongue moved by two spirits — a soul and a 
devil ; and, as saith the Just One* in very truth, 
" set on fire of hell." What meanest thou by 
speaking of betraying me ? 

Flav. Heed it not, madam, I will never do it. 
Oh, believe me, I never would, not to be made 
queen of the East. But yet once more let me 
implore you, fly. 

Anton. Then should I be less faithful to Christ 
my Lord than thou art to me — to me, a worm 
of weakness and sin. Oh, my Anastasia, yet a 
little while and we shall see Him ! Rejoice, my 
beloved, that our prayers are heard ; they are in 
the golden censer before the great Throne. O 
Lord, we come to thee together, hand in hand, 
and heart in heart, as we have walked on earth 1 
Oh, my beloved one, rejoice with me that the same 

* See Note 5. 
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shock shall loosen and dissolve my earthly taber- 
nacle and thine. 

Flav. She cannot speak, madam. 

Anton. She hath no need. I see the light of 
the other world in her eyes. Yes, sweet sister^ 
thou art fading fast — the breath is faint, the 
pulse fainter. Hark ! Ah ! then I hear them. 
Is not that the sound of trampling steps ? 

Flav. It is — oh, it surely is ! They come — they 
are on the stairs — I hear their rough boots clatter ! 

Anton. They come, sweet sister. Glory to 
God ! thou hadst almost missed the martyr's crown. 
Rejoice ! — ah, I see thou rejoicest. Yet one more 
kiss — let me enfold thee — so, they shall not drag 
me from thee alive ! Let them kill. Hark ! — yes, 
oh yes ! — they come ! Hast thou a breath left ? 
Lord, have mercy ! Canst thou answer ? 

Anas. Christ mercy ! 

Anton. I hear thee ; yes, Christ heareth thee 
too. Flavilla, thou wilt soon be free — then be 
thou His servant. Their swords shine in the door- 
way. Lord Jesus, we come ! 



Part III. 



Fbumentius (a Presbyter of the Church). 
Flavilla. 

Frum. And the ladies," then, are dead ? 

Flav. I dare not affirm the fact. Yet they can 
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hardly have escaped. I loved them dearly. How 
beautiful was the sight when the soldiers broke in ! 
But I would speak of myself : may I be a Christian ? 

Frum. Wherefore not? All may — all must 
— or die in their sins. 

Flav. I have just now sacrificed. 

Frum. Hadst thou never before done so ? 

Flav. Often ; but then it was without a thought 
and without a doubt. But this last time I did it 
against my will, trembling and shrinking — yet I 
did it. 

Frum. Why then was it that thou didst it ? 

Flav. I will tell thee all. When the soldiers 
entered I rushed forth shrieking and wailing, I 
know not what. I was pursued, brought back, 
and led before the sedile ; for, being the slave of the 
lady Antonia, they suspected, it seems, that I was 
a Christian. A slave of the centurion knew 
me — he was my countryman, a Sardinian. " Ho ! 
this is no Christian," said he ; "I know her well. 
She hath no superstition, she will worship whom 
Caesar willeth." " It shall not serve," said a stern 
veteran with a vine-rod in his hand ; " she must 
show that she will." "Oh, we know her! we 
know her ! never doubt her ! " the rough soldiers 
shouted jeeringly. And I was hemmed in and 
hurried along ; when lo ! an altar blazed before 
my eyes, and one put a cake of incense in my 
hand. " Quick, young woman !" said one, and I 
felt his studded sword-belt descend upon my 
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shoulder. I was beginning to speak, when an- 
other said, " The magistrate hath a double set of 
teeth more persuasive than thy tongue." " Ha ! 
ha ! those arguments have point," said another, 
and flung at me the iron buckle he was polishing ; 
and I, half-stupid with alarm, flung the cake 
into the fire, and fell in a swoon before it. Oh, 
God I I am a wretch ! 

Frum. Thou weepest for this, — may Christ 
accept thy tears. 

Flav. Ah, it had been better for me to have 
shed my blood then, than now to shed these tears. 
So might I have been with my mistress. Oh, 
the way of life — the way of life — may I yet find 
it ? I have stumbled at the gate. May I be a 
Christian yet? 

Frum. Thou must do nothing rashly; let the 
tears of penitence flow first awhile. Go on thy 
way weeping; be content to sow in tears that 
thou mayest, if God will, reap in joy. Answer 
what I ask, so shall thy sin perchance stand 
clearer before thee. Hadst thou been long a slave 
to these ladies ? 

Flav. For six years. 

Frum. Did they never urge thee to hear the 
word of God? 

Flav. Often. 

Frum. And thou didst sometimes hear it ? 

Flav. Often. 

Frum. And didst never receive it? — Thou art 
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silent. Didst thou never hear of the catechu- 
mens? 

Flav. Often. 

Frum. If thou hadst cared for God's word, 
mightest thou not have become one of them ? 

Flav. I confess all, I despised it — my mistress 
often urged me to do so, but I steadfastly despised 
it. 

Frum. And since when hast thou ceased to do 
so? 

Flav. Since the sickness of the lady Anastasia, 
and the time when I heard their hourly prayers 
and heavenly words of faith and love. I fled 
from her bed-side stricken through with the truth, 
and at once I sinned against the truth. 

Frum. And didst thou think, after years of 
carelessness and scorn, that one fit of warm con- 
viction could carry thee straight to a martyr's 
crown ? One swallow doth not make a summer. 
Ah ! thy heart hath been frost-bound too long ; 
had it not been for this, thou mightest by now have 
been among the faithful ; perchance among those 
whose testimony has received the seal of blood. 

Flav. And is there no place left ? Oh, may I 
never be received ? 

Frum. Thou must be received to a discipline of 
sorrows first. Thank God that He did not first 
enlighten thee, and then permit thy fall. Thou 
shalt be enlightened when thou art found worthy. 
Be not rashly eager after being so long careless. 
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The times are perilous : seek strength and shun 
trial. Who comes here ? 

Enter Cueculio. 

Cure, sir, art thou a Christian presbyter ? 

Flav. The enemy — the enemy ! we are undone 
— fly hence ! 

Frum, Peace, woman, while I answer the 
stranger: I am that thou sayest. 

Cure. Oh, then, give me joy in Christ. Thank 
God with me, I am, or rather was, Curculio. 

Flav. I know him for a cowardly traitor, a 
prowling liar and informer. 

Cure. She has fair colour, sir, for all she says. 
These evil deeds were indeed done, as it were, 
through me, yet 

Flav. Through thee ! He did them, the foul 
dissembler ! He would have persuaded me to do 
the deeds he owneth now. He was my tempter. 
If thou wouldest live an hour, believe him not, 
look not on him — the basilisk ! — but fly. 

Frum. Flavilla, should penitence so sharply 
scourge another's sin ? Art not thou, stranger, 
that Curculio? — but if thou art, why comest thou 
to me ? — I mean, he of whom I have heard, his 
name being uttered among the energumens in 
the intercessions of the Church ? 

Cure. The same. 

Flav. sir, beware ! 
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Cure. I know why she disbelieveth : I know 
wherefore she accuseth. Give me space, sir, to * 
speak, and I will tell thee aU that God hath done 
for me in Christ ; to whom be glory for ever — 
Amen! 

Flav. sir, be warned, though by a woman 
and a sinner. I have had fatal experience of this 
man, myself believing him at first possessed. He 
will affirm himself so— he did so but just now. 
He will cringe piously and ask thy prayers, and 
when thou dost intercede in Christ's name will 
run to the aedile and make thy prayers a crime, 
and obtain the price of blood. In this way he 
betrayed my mistress ; but he ever begins thus. 

Cure. Did I thus begin then ? Did I dare or 
attempt to give glory to God in Christ ? Ah not 
I durst not, I could not, I had not the grace; 
I cannot be angry with thee, young woman ; for 
my deeds and words, or those which seemed to 
be mine, were atrocious and treacherous. Thou, 
sir, art a priest, and shouldest fear neither man 
nor devil. I was a devil's tool — I am now a 
man — I would be a Christian. 

Flav. The serpent sleeps in a corner, and the 
den seems empty. Beware ! oh, why dost thou 
yet listen, and not fly ? 

Frum. Unworthy woman, tempt not a presby- 
ter of the Church to abandon his post, whether 
it be a devil who assaults, or a sinner who im- 
plores to enter. Thou knowest little of the power 



Digitized 



by Google 



HOME. 33 

of prayer, especially the prayer of the presbytery : 
beware, lest the same key which lets him in should 
keep thee out. Speak, thou stranger, whether 
man or devil ; but I adjure thee by Jesus that 
thou speak the truth. 

Cure. Thou needest no adjurations, sir ; and as 
for prayers, they have been heard and answered — 
it is now the time for praise. Praise, therefore, 
once more, or rather for evermore, be to Jesus 
Christ the Lord, from saints and sinners, from 
men, yea, and devils. But the devil hath no more 
share in Curculio — he believes in God, and in 
Jesus Christ His Son. He hath peace, and can 
pray : he hath prayed, and believing, cometh to 
the presbyter to help his unbelief. 

Frum. The Holy Spirit will do that for thee, 
Curculio. Soon, I hope, thou shalt have given 
thee a holier and better name ; the devil shall no 
more make thee go, like a serpent, upon thy 
belly: thy soul did cleave unto the dust — God 
hath quickened thee according unto His word. 
Yet in all this there is something wonderful. 
Declare to me, didst thou, indeed, serve the evil 
spirit in these words and deeds which this woman 
hath said, or was it an illusion which he put upon 
her senses? Or, if the devil within thee could 
cause their death, how, and by whose prayers, 
was he driven forth? Tell us how God hath 
dealt with thee. 
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Cure. The young woman here hath told thee, 
then, of the death of the holy ladies ? 

Frum. She hath told me how one lay dying in 
the other's arms when the soldiers broke in, — 
what more ? 

Cure. True, she could not tell thee more ; for 
she then tore her hair and fled, and came not 
back. 

Flav. Thou knowest, sir, what I did since — I 
went not back ; how could I go back to behold 
them? I came with my sin upon me to seek 
counsel of some presbyter. 

Cure. The ladies stirred not ; one lay and the 
other knelt, still as a group of marble, bosom 
to bosom, embracing and embraced. " Lord Jesus, 
we come ! " was the last sound from the lips of 
the one, as the other lay speechless. She could 
give no more the voice of praise and prayer ; she 
had only life left to give. Hath this woman told 
thee aught of what I said, or the devil made me 
say, to her ? He sought to make her guilty of 
the blood of the Lord's saints. 

Frum. Somewhat of this she hath said ; but, if 
thou canst remember, declare it more clearly. 

Cure. Nay, I recall it but as a dream : I was 
not myself, but an energumen — as a midnight 
terror on which, even in warm light of day, it 
chills the blood to think. Oh, what a vessel of 
hellish malice have I been ! what was I, that God 
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should rescue me ? I had come, led, doubtless, 
by the Holy Spirit, to seek the prayers of those, 
by whose faith and death God willed my plague 
should be healed. I came and besought their 
prayers. They prayed, and at that instant the 
devil seemed to revive within me. I was mas- 
tered, and carried whither I would not. The soul 
seemed to lose all powers save sense and con- 
sciousness. My tongue, which now makes this 
sad confession, uttered words of craft and guile to 
this woman : the evil one would have enslaved her 
soul by the bribe of her body's freedom. God 
was gracious to her, and she withstood the snare. 
She doubtless thought my previous supplications 
were all fraud, and that in tempting her I at 
last had thrown off dissimulation. But those 
supplications were my heart's own; the threats 
and persuasions were the devil's, not mine. How 
wonderfully hath God wrought my cure! The 
saints prayed, and what seemed to be the answer? 
The evil one broke forth in new power over me, 
yet with a strange subtlety, no more using out- 
cries of blasphemy, but using me as he used the 
serpent, suborning lies through this tongue. So 
that I seemed no longer an energumen, but 
only a very wicked man. 

Frum. Ah 1 the devil knew he had but a short 
time with thee, and so put forth great wrath and 
greater guile, that he might at least ensnare 
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another soul by thee, before he was driven forth 
from thine. 

Cure. Even so. In short, I went forth without a 
will of my own, like a wave driven before the wind. 
I informed the aedile, who lost no time in sending a 
band of soldiers to take the lives of God's saints. 
I was guide to them, as Judas to those that took 
Jesus ; but he to his perdition, I to my deliver- 
ance. The centurion entering heard the lady's 
words. " Thou art, then, a Christian ?" said he, 
approaching the bed ; " aye, Christians both — one 
blow and two deaths." That was all he said, and 
a single descent of his weapon gave the holy 
sisters each a mortal wound. I remember no 
more — there seemed a sort of earthquake within 
me. All consciousness forsook me, and when I 
came to myself I was leaning against the knee of 
a soldier, and some of the ladies 1 blood was 
sprinkled upon me ; and by the side of their bed 
lay the centurion, stabbed to the heart with his 
own sword. The men seemed mute with horror ; 
they looked on me with stupid wonder, but 
none spake. I rushed away, and they made room 
for me as for one more than mortal. Something 
seemed to drive me from the scene, and I came 
hither. 

Frum. Most wonderful ! But how came the 
centurion by his end ? 

Cure. Indeed, it is a wonder to me ; I saw him 
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strike his sword through the ladies — my senses 
forsook me, and when they returned, there he lay 
with the same sword in his own bosom. I know 
no more. 

Frum. I marvel whether God will unfold this 
to us ? Who are these coming ? — soldiers ? Then, 
Flavilla, thy trial, it seems, is come ; I pray God 
it may not have come too soon for thy faith. 
Curculio, now will he the time to show what the 
Spirit hath done for thee. They approach — what 
bear they ? 

Cure. They bear two biers ; yes, I know their 
faces, they are some of the same band who broke 
in upon the ladies. Surely they bear the holy 
bodies of those whom their officer slew. 

Frum. Ha ! then, it is even so. We have for 
some time known how the malice of the heathen 
persecutes beyond the death ; as though they could, 
by dissipating the bodies of the saints, prevent their 
resurrection. Thus they carry off their victims. 
We, however, are yet in the body, and now our 
trial seems come. My children, pray. They 
come ! [Enter some Soldiers with two Biers. 

Sirs, whom seek ye ? 

First Soldier. We seek any who know Christ. 

Frum. I have known Him long. 

Several Soldiers together. We have found ! — we 
have found ! He shall tell us all ! 

Frum. Yea, I will declare all ! I will not deny 
my faith I Behold me, soldiers, I am ready to 
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follow where ye wilL Why do ye hesitate to 
seize and bind me ? — these arms are ready ! 

All the Soldiers. No, no ; it is not that : we 
will slay no more. 

First Soldier. Thou mistakest, sir. We seek 
not thy life but thy words. 

Frum. Hath not the aedile sent you ? 

Second Soldier. We came of our own accord. 

Frum. Then I am not a prisoner ? 

First Soldier. We would make thee our 
teacher. 

Third Soldier. Behold us and our load ! We 
seek Christ, whom these ladies worshipped. 

Second Soldier. We were of the band who seized 
them. Was it wickedness ? What will become 
of us ? 

Third Soldier. What must we do ? 

First Soldier. What are we worthy of doing ? 
sir! declare to us some way. We are 
blind. 

Frum. And are ye, too, brought to Christ by 
the ladies' deaths ? 

. First Soldier. Our centurion is dead, sir. We 
are greatly wicked; we fear to die as he died. 
The gods of the legions will not protect us, nor 
the genius of Caesar. We would, if we may, 
know Christ. 

Frum. Where is the corpse of the centurion ? 

First Soldier. We dared not touch it. An awe 
seemed to reign upon us. We brought these, 
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for they are holy corpses, for interment ; but his 
body 

Cure. Tell us, first, the manner of his death. 

Second Soldier. Why, thou wast thyself pre* 
sent. 

Cure. I was present bodily, but I was deprived 
of sense. Thou sawest me fall. 

First Soldier. Thou didst fall, and writhe on 
the floor, and he asked in anger if thou wert a 
man, and afraid to look on blood? A voice 
came from thy lips, " Not a man, but a demon V 
A strange frenzy seemed to seize the centurion ; 
he shrieked aloud, " He hath me 1 — he hath me I" 
and snatching the sword from the holy bodies he 
had slain, he cried out, "Not a man, but a demon !" 
and fell on the point and died. 

Frum. The Lord hath judged ! 

Cure. By his own hand ! — how wonderful ! 
Dead at their side whom he impiously slew, and 
driven to the deed — who can doubt it ?— by the 
same foul spirit who went forth of me through 
the tears, and prayers, and death of these two 
martyrs of the Lord. And now, behold their 
bodies ! 

First Soldier. We brought them, for we have 
been told that Christians' bodies will live again, 
though they die. The ashes of the dead Christians 
are scattered in the Tiber to prevent this. So we 
have taken care of the holy corpses. I bade my 
comrades bring them, entire and fit for the life 
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to come. The centurion's body is a devoted 
thing. 

Second Soldier. sir, hast thou no counsel for 
us? 

Frum. May God accept the thoughts of your 
hearts, though somewhat carnal. Ye shall be 
taught more, if He permit. Meanwhile, my 
children, behold, in the midst of heathen malice 
raging around us, how wonderful is the mani- 
festation of God's power through grace ! Every 
successive part of the deaths of these ladies, as 
told first by thee, Flavilla, next by thee, Curculio, 
lastly, by these new disciples, who have brought 
their holy bodies hither, is full of fresh examples 
of this. The devil would have led thee into 
deadly wickedness, O Flavilla, desiring to have 
thee that he might sift thee as wheat. He 
failed — thank God for it ! who hath kept thee 
back from greater sin than thou hast thyself 
fallen into. Failing here, his malice thirsted for 
the blood of the saints ; and by that, while they 
were brought to glory, the evil one wrought his 
own appointed bane. The same blow which set 
them free from the tabernacle of the flesh, drove 
forth the devil from thine. Behold how God 
doth exceeding abundantly above all we ask or 
think. Anastasia prayed that she might die in 
the faith, and lo ! God hath added to her salva- 
tion that of this her handmaid, so long stubborn 
and careless. Antonia prayed that she might not 
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be left desolate, and God drew them both in one, 
and called them, with no pang of separation, to 
the crown of martyrdom. They both prayed that 
Curculio might be released from the devil, and the 
same devil whom their faith drove forth avenged 
their death upon their murderer. " Precious in 
the sight of the Lord is the death of His saints !" 
Thus doth our heavenly Father ever amaze us 
with His love. We pray in one way, but He can 
answer in many, and is sure ever to answer in 
the best way. And now behold in these soldiers 
— wolves changed to lambs of the fold — the 
latest found fruit of these ladies' faith. Thus the 
cup of their reward runneth over unto us. O 
happy sisters ! twins in glory, and especially happy 
thou, Anastasia! called, when all but by the 
course of nature dead, to die for Christ, and 
having but just enough of life to lay down for 
Him. Behold how God hath crowned them with 
a threefold crown — with the conversion of others, 
with miracles, and with martyrdom. To Him, 
therefore, be glory and praise in the Church 
throughout all ages; yea, to Father, Son, and 
Holy Ghost, be all glory from departed martyrs 
and living saints, and from all sinners whom 
grace hath reached, 
All. Amen! 
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SMYRNA.— Part I. 

Ptekoessa. 
Neopistus. 
Syagkius. 

Pteroessa. Hail, O Syagrius ! and thou, too, 
Neopistus! Gods and men will rejoice to- 
morrow ! 

Syagrius. 'Tis too far off, Pteroessa; I mean 
to rejoice to-night. I come from the bath, where 
a chorus of Rhodian chanters have charmed away 
the afternoon. There is a party for wine in the 
gardens of Euxestus ; there are some dancers from 
beyond the Indus, who will weave a purple 
shawl as they dance. To-morrow! — what's to- 
morrow ? 

Neopistus. A worse copy of to-day — more bald 
and wrinkled, with more paint, and wine, and 
perfumes. 

Pter. austere sophist ! knowest thou not the 
new proconsul— a richer man than has held the 
province these many years — will move all the city 
by his entrance to-morrow ? Our slaves must be 
directed to awake us early that we may have a 
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choice of seats in the theatre, or at least a possi- 
bility of sitting. 

Syag. O vain woman ! let life be easy ; thou 
mayest never awake to-morrow, it may please the 
gods. Thy poor slave would sleep never the 
worse ; let him sleep it out, one hour is as long 
as another : so be happy to-night — to-morrow, if 
thou hast it. 

Pter. I may as well do as thou sayest, for I 
shall not sleep a watch of the night, through 
wishing for the dawn. What ! I would rather 
miss the high festival of the Phrygian mother, the 
feast of goats' flesh, and the dance in their skins 
to cymbals, than not carry my breakfast with me 
to the spectacle to-morrow. Doth our Socrates 
frown on this ? 

Neop. Nay, Pteroessa ! I know not which of 
the two I would rather miss. 

Syag. A philosopher, art thou not ? — one, that 
is, who lives neither for to-morrow nor to-day. 
Thy breed flourishes in Athens still — the wise men 
there laugh at the people, and watch their heads 
turn this way and that, as men on the shore 
watch the roll of waves ; but ours here are less 
rugged doctors — here the wise become children 
for the day, and clap their hands and laugh. 

Neop. Thou art one of them, art thou not, 
Syagrius! and wouldest be happy to-night, to- 
morrow if thou hast it ? Thou hast expressed 
their creed, methinks ? 
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Syag. Many wise and great men have been 
of that creed. 

Neop. Many great princes, Xerxes and Sar- 
danapalus — perchance, he who wears the purple 
now. Tell me, is it enough for thee ? Wouldest 
thou not believe more, if thou couldest secure a 
faith ? 

Syag, I did while I could, Neopistus! I 
have outlived many sets of opinions in my time. 
They are now as cast-off clothes to me. I once 
gave my fancy a wide range, and believed where 
it led me. Thou hast marked a plummet swing 
to and fro, shortening its segment each time, 
till it rests. So have I swung to and fro from 
tenet to tenet; I have reached the mesothesis, 
and am still. I believed less and less each time 
I changed. I repose from my tenets and smile. 

Neop. Didst thou not say that the wise men of 
Smyrna become as children for the day ? 

Syag. I did say so, Neopistus ! 

Neop. Didst thou not then believe most, when 
thou wast a child ? 

Syag. I suppose so ; I cannot tell : what boots 
it to inquire ? Can we bring our life back again, 
either really or in imitation ? Nature is too much 
for us ; we cannot unthink ourselves of what we 
are. It is as idle to recall our yesterday as to 
take thought for our morrow. 

Neop. Syagrius ! my heart has learnt to sing 
a new song. I feel within me the dawning of a 
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morrow which costs me no care, but gives joy and 
peace. I love as I go. I must love all which 
leads to that I hope. 

Syag. Hope, saidst thou ? What is hope ? — 
that which cheats us of what we are for that which 
we are not. I will not so empty forth my lap into 
the void. What have we to hope for who enjoy 
to-day, save to be as we are, or to cease from being ? 
Let me be as I am, and make each day the mother 
of the morrow, if it comes to the birth. 

Pter. Syagrius, may thy life expire in child- 
bed ! 

Syag. Peace, trifler ! Hear, Neopistus, what 
I was going to say. There are some new fool's 
tenets now drawing a crowd of talkers and 
listeners at Smyrna; some men have come 
preaching a novel purity and disregard of all 
things. 

Pter. Oh, yes; the asiarchs have deservedly 
arrested the ringleaders. They are obstinate, 
and will form some part of the spectacle to- 
morrow. All the city call them worthless fel- 
lows ; they are at any rate worth making sport 
withal for the people. 

Neop. What things, O Syagrius! are they 
which these men disregard ? 

Syag. All things pleasurable and delightful. 
"Do they not mock the gods to whom we sacri- 
fice ? The gods are lovers of mirth, and their 
worship is a festive thing. If these men will not 
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sacrifice and be happy, let us sacrifice them, and 
they shall make sport for those that will. The 
blasphemers to the lions ! 

Neop. Show that the gods are true, or the 
mirth of their sacrifices is a false and empty thing. 
Hast thou no better preacher of truth than the 
lion's jaw ? One who has swayed from side to 
side, as thou hast, should at least have learned 
that opinion may be false or true, but violence is 
always wicked. 

Syag. From the Academy to the Porch, from 
thence to the Stagyrite, from him to Epicurus, 
has truth baffled me in pursuit. Truth, said I ? 
what is truth ? There is no truth in actions, save 
to do as we please ; pleasure is always true. Let 
us make Nature our arbiter, and leave the schools 
to fight it out. 

Neop. No, Syagrius; even if God had not 
helped us, it were not so. Faith alone can pluck 
thee from the quicksand and set thee on the rock. 
Truth is sure — let death prove who will dare to 
love it ! Syagrius ! I could die for truth, as 
those men will to-morrow. My friend, I am a 
Christian ! Christ our Lord gathers us to Him- 
self by death— He holds the keys of that dark 
door, and opens it to His beloved ; and, lo ! within 
is everlasting light. 

Syag. Thy new doctrine hath troubled thy 
clear brain, Neopistus ! The love of life cleaveth 
to the last drop of blood.. Nature will prevail at 
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last ; for what enjoyment or pleasure is there in a 
mere opinion ? Let me see a man who will die 
for a mere belief. Great philosophers have be- 
lieved to the end when they could not help dying. 
Show me a man who will die in faith when he 
might live without it. Thou talkest like a child, 
or rather a lunatic. 

Neop. We will abide by thy test. Thou shalt 
to-morrow see what thou demandest, unless the 
magistrates change ; for, trust me, the Christians 
will not. Hear what I saw to-day. I saw these 
men ; two are from Lycaonia, the third is one of 
our own citizens. I saw this man, when his sen- 
tence was made known to him, embrace at once 
his wife and children. His words were, "O 
Eudoxia ! we have well loved here, but we shall 
love better hereafter; for, loving Christ more, 
how shall we not love each other more V And 
kissing his eldest child, he bade him "remember 
Him to whom his father was going V* 

Syag. A somewhat pleasant last word for a 
man who was going to the lion. And what, I 
pray you, can be the worth, in practice, of that 
science, or of that belief, which conducts its fol- 
lowers to a close so hapless ? 

Neop. Nay, herein thou art inconsistent, having 
reprobated the test thou didst thyself propose; 
for saidst thou not thou wouldest, if thou couldest 
see death for faith, thyself believe? And now 
thou art rejecting faith, for no other reason than 
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because it leadeth to this close, as thou callest it : 
but Christ forbid it should be a close, for how 
much of him, thou of simple mind, will go to 
the lion? *. 

Syag. The beast, methinks, will devQjir him, 
faith and all. Will his faith revive his torn 
carcase, or rescue from the lion's jaw a single 
mangled limb ? Peace, peace, man ! thou triflest. 
My tongue aches with talking — thou canst never 
even prove that truth is worth the trouble of 
disputing. 

Neop. It is ever so ; truth will ever weary the 
tongue and ear where the love of it is not in the 
heart. Listen yet awhile, and when thine ear 
wearies too, if by that time I have touched no 
note in thy heart, I will hold my peace, as thou 
saidst. Said not some one well — 

" Tis the soul that seeth — heareth ; all the rest is 
deaf and blind ?" 

Syag. Proceed, then; I will sit within this 
sycamore shade and hear the fountain play : but 
wonder not, my friend, if the soul sometimes 
drop asleep too. 

Neop. Be not thou the slave of thine own 
indolence, but hearken for that perishing soul's 
own sake. Will faith, saidst thou, revive his 
body? Verily it will; for the Spirit, through 
faith, worketh all things. 

Syag, Ha ! shall I see the devoured Christian 
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break forth from the bowels of the beast ? Wilt 
thou abide this test? — wilt thou stand by this sign? 

Neop. O fool, that must live by sight and 
banker after signs ! No sign shall be given to 
those who would dictate their sign to God : for . 
He hath given His own in the rising of the Lord 
His Son, who died upon the cross in shame, and 
rose again from the grave in glory. There are 
those yet living who saw and worshipped Him 
triumphant from His resurrection. Thus infidels 
may doubt and die, and die in their sins, and 
perish from His love. But whoso believe, by His 
love and their faith, shall rise as He rose, glorious 
in His glory, deathless through His life, and with 
Him alive for evermore. But this shall not be now 
nor yet. And if thou waitest for this before thou 
wilt believe, thy faith, O Syagrius ! will come too 
late to save. 

Syag. How too late ? — why too late ? If truth 
be true, how can belief be too late ? 

Neop. Because belief is not the bare conviction 
of an instant, but the persuasion of a life, leading 
to the intuition which is everlasting. God'willeth 
man to believe that he may love God, thou wilt 
have grown to hate Him first. With thee will be 
no love — no hope — and therefore no faith. Con- 
viction will arrive, indeed, and torture the soul, 
which she can never more persuade. As said 
the fable of Prometheus, the vulture tearing the 
entrails for ever renewed, so will unbelief at every 

x 
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moment grow within thee — the means whereby 
conviction — a dark and horrible knowledge of 
what is true — will rend thine inmost soul, without 
respite, without end. 

Syag. friend ! thou arguest unequally; I only 
hear of this rending and torturing, I shall see 
the lion tear. 

Neop. May not the former be true hereafter, 
though thou canst not see it now ? 

Syag. Nay, who shall say what may not be 
true, or why trouble our minds to inquire where 
the inquiry is endless ? 

Neop. Tell me, then, what proof wouldest thou 
accept to bring the question to an end? 

Syag. Nay, I know not; I cannot tell; nor care I« 

Neop. If thou sawest him rise from the bloody 
dust, or rend the lion's body and come forth, he 
might die, might he not, again? What proof 
would there yet be of his immortality ? 

Syag. Plainly none. What then ? 

Neop. Or, supposing he were to prove immor- 
tal, thou couldest not know it, except thou wert 
immortal thyself to see. Thus at every moment 
thou mightest doubt, and doubt still, because the 
next either thou or he might die. 

Syag. True, friend ! 

Neop. And so it ever is with every sign which, 
speaking to the soul, is yet dependent upon the 
bodily and the perishable. But consider this, O 
my friend ! when a man lays down his life for his 
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faith, how different is the evidence ! It hangs no 
longer on the material ; it is a sign spiritual, in 
which soul speaketh to soul. constancy of 
martyrs}! earnest affection of faith unquail- 
ing amidst torments, stedfast unto death, in you 
flows forth a pure spiritual energy, with which 
other souls must needs sympathise, whose witness 
they cannot resist/ O world ! how impotent art 
thou to quell the energies of faith ; thou dost but 
magnify the evidence by multiplying the cloud of 
witnesses, and kindlest a brighter flame ever by 
seeking to quench. O Syagrius ! if thou canst 
resist this, thou art dark, evil, hopeless; I im- 
plore thee, therefore, abide by the test to which 
thou didst first assent, and if thou seest death for 
faith to-morrow, thyself believe. 

Syag. Thou speakest well : — verily, thou movest 
me somewhat. I have said it — I abide by thy 
challenge — let to-morrow come. 

Neop. O Syagrius ! thinkest thou not there are 
some in this city to whom to-morrow shall never 
come? 

Syag. Be it so : — to-day, at least, will end. 

Neop. And what couldest thou say more of a 
beast ? for a beast has memory but no hope, the 
mere successive consciousness which leads him from 
instant to instant, which also may stop at any time 
without privation to him. But to us the power 
innate in our nature gives a pledge of the future; 
to live and hope for nothing is to abdicate ourselves. 
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Syag. And if to any the morrow cometh not, 
that pledge is broken — how sayest thou to this ? 

Neap. Not so; it is only earlier fulfilled. O 
Syagrius ! how industriously hast thou worked in 
stifling the light which nature set within thee. 
How far hast thou fallen from that living inward 
witness, to which, as to a kindred spirit, the 
further truth of God in Christ appeals ! Why are 
we filled with a consciousness undefined, yet cer- 
tain, of some future inevitable — of something which 
must succeed to-day, whether to-morrow's sun fill 
our eye with warmth and cheerfulness, or fall 
upon the glazed lids of our corpse ? I said, to 
some the morrow of which we are speaking shall 
never come; but the future throbs in all their 
being. Up to the last instant, and in the last, 
they live beyond. The presentiment of a future 
proves immortality, even as the consciousness of a 
present proves being. And if thou wilt but speak 
out thy soul, thou wilt confess this truth within 
thee now, and it will be the mirror to reflect the 
brightness of a greater truth which awaits thee 
from without. 

Syaff. Neopistus ! thou chafest me to a faint 
glow within ; thy words revive a trace of what I 
felt when Plato was new to me, and I new to the 
world. The damps of that world have fallen since 
upon my heart, and what I have since become 
makes this trace of what I was revisit me, as a 
strange and painful thing. Thou mayest disquiet,. 
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my friend, but thou canst not rouse me. 
Medicines may pain when they have lost the power 
to cure. let me dream my life's dream out, and 
let God, if God there be, care for aught which may 
remain beyond. 

Neop. God cares for it — He calls thee to it 
now. I adjure thee, by the name thou hast 
uttered, and by the witness it gives of somewhat 
within thyself which thou hast long forgotten, 
but not destroyed, — I adjure thee to listen to and 
love the word He speaks to thee by me. That 
word, too, thou mayest forget, but thou shalt never 
destroy. I bid thee beware of the truth within 
thee ; for I see that, of a surety, thine inmost self 
has felt a stir, as I spoke, because there was that 
within which knew the truth I uttered for its 
own. I adjure thee by that transient pang of 
which thou speakest, to beware ; for there is, as it 
were, a barbed arrow lodged at thy heart, and the 
pang with which it entered is but an earnest of a 
mingled agony, shame, terror, remorse, despair, 
to which death shall call thee, if the rest of thy 
life be spent in contempt of it. 

Syag. I called upon thee to pause awhile since ; 
but now, speak on. 

Neop. Ha ! I have made thee wish for more ? 
Then have I said enough. I will speak no more ! 
the rest must be read by thee in the amphitheatre 
to-morrow. 

Syag. Tell me, at least, what said his wife to 
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the man who was leaving her with death before 
his eyes ? 

Neop. She said, that He who had united them 
in one, was now about to divide them for awhile 
that their union might be perfected — " For then," 
said she, " Asaleutus, we shall be one, not only 
with each other, but with the Lord." Then, 
turning to her children, — " These, perchance, will 
be grown to full age," said she, " when thou shalt 
again behold them." « Yea," said he, "it is my 
firm trust to see them grown up to the full measure 
of the stature of Christ." " my beloved," she 
replied, "thou art on thy way before us — thou 
art a post advanced upon the road that windeth 
out of sight." He answered, " The Lord hath 
come at cock-crowing unto me : thou wast in 
Christ before me, and lo ! He taketh me to His 
presence first. O Eudoxia, perchance grace waits 
that glory may be greater. Though He tarry, 
wait for Him; and what if He will that thou 
tarry till He come ? Thou the quick, and I soon 
to be the dead, we wait together, though no 
longer side by side, and face to face, and hand in 
hand. O wife ! children ! if I had loved you 
less, how could I bear to part from you now ?" 
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Part II. 

Acathartus (sitting languidly under a sycamore), 
Syagrius (observing him at a short distance)* 

Acathartus. A curse on this croaking malady 
bf age, which pins a man down, a very Tantalus, 
in the midst of what he once enjoyed ! Smyrna 
has seldom seen such a holiday, and my crazy 
wheel breaks down before the half-course. Scarce 
half am I dipped in wine, when — «-Ha ! where- 
fore comest thou? — to talk of pleasures, and 
spectacles, and revels, to a withered pomegranate- 
husk like me ? I am mere rind, man — mere rind 
and pips. A plague on all thy grasshopper kind, 
who chirp and frolic and fling summersets in the 
sun ! Tell not me — tell not me, of sport and 
mirth. What ! not a leg to rest on ? 

Syagrius. Why dost thou try to rise ? — Why 
chafe thy life with thoughts like these ? 

Acath. Life, man ! — O Erebus, At&, shrivel 
my bloated limbs, if I care for life ! Speak not of 
it, not a word of festivals, of what I once loved ! 
Oh, I have loved in vain — lived in vain ! I can- 
not love now — I hate thee ! How darest thou to 
taunt me with my helplessness to enjoy ? 

Syag. Acathartus, be not angry with thine 
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own bare supposition of an offence. I spake 
nothing of festivals, nor have I the mind to do 
so, not having a great care for such things. 

Acath. Not having a care ! Art thou old? — art 
thou asthmatic ? — art thou melancholy mad ? — 
art thou beside thyself ? No, no ! 

Syag. I seem to have lost myself to-day, 
and cannot thread back the clue to what I was. 
I am 

Acath. Nay, never mind what thou art ; cross 
not my sunshine with thy surly looks. A plague 
on owls and bats, that a man cannot sit even in 
the sun but he is haunted by them ! Is not age, 
and asthma, and dropsy, a sufficient curse, and the 
being forced to totter off, like a baby, to slumber 
at noon; and that, too, when the prime of the 
show was yet to come ; when hearts were beating 
faster in the theatre every minute ; and the lions 
were whetting their jaws as they scented the 
Christians ? 

Syag. Well, that is past and over — why recall 
it to vex thyself withal ? Thou art hard to please. 
Perchance, yesterday, I scarce should have tarried 
so long to hear thee chide. But it is well; I 
now behold what age is when life has been mere 
pleasure. However, Acathartus, since neither 
mirth nor gravity seemeth to suit thine humour, 
I will no longer cross it — I pass on. Farewell the 
day, old friend ! 

Acath. Old friend, old friend ! and thou 
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turnest thy back on an old friend for a rough 
word ! 

Syag. Nay, I was passing on because my pre- 
sence seemed to irk thee. 

Acath. Help me up — help me to rise ; I would 
fain stand. these rotten props of limbs! 
See these legs — mere bloated cucumbers ! I 
must lean : lend a shoulder — so ! 

Syag. Lean then, friend ) but be sure that 
patience will be thy best prop, both now and when 
I am gone. 

Acath. What, thou must needs go ? Ay, I 
am like the Cyclops blinded — the jeer of the rest. 
Patience, didst thou say? and thou must needs be 
going ? Old friend, am I ? yea, too old a friend 
for thy liking by a score of years. Would thou 
wert as old I Thou shalt be, yet. When thou 
art, mayest thou be as I am ! I give thee this 
curse for thy wages. Set me down — release my 
shoulder — I will sit. Get thee gone ! 

Syag. Acathartus, how hath pain, and age, 
and weakness, crushed thee and roughened thee ! 
I meant not to go ; but lo ! thou hast bidden me 
begone. I spoke but of a time when I should 
be gone ; and at once thou didst think I was de- 
parting. This fretfulness is a very vulture at thy 
liver j why dost thou thus set thy life on edge ? 
Take the cushion of patience. Oh, I have learned 
to-day that 

Acath. Patience! dost thou preach patience? 
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Canst thou teach it who hast never learned? 
What ! do not I know the school in which thou 
hast studied ? Ah, preach, preach ! hut think 
not that thy doctrines will stand the waste of age 
and the shock of pain. Go and comh thy hair 
in the hath. I know thee well ; didst thou not 
boast to be the only true Epicurean in Smyrna ? 
Thou cake of cream ! the sun shall sour thee. 
Ha, ha ! do I say aright ? 

Syag* Thou sayest what has been true; and 
yet I seem as though I had forgotten and were 
reminded of it. What have I become that my 
own words should now seem another's? Thou 
hast heard me so speak. 

Acath. Speak ! 'twas I that taught thee. How 
we hugged our golden rule of life ! Vain fool ! 
all false, all hollow ! Ha, ha ! dead bees sting ! 
Ten years since thou wast made a man of by me ; 
wast thou not ? I taught thee how to worship 
the gods. Till then, thou wouldest drink wine 
younger than thyself. What was it I undertook 
to teach thee ? was it not to drink the goblet 
of life at easy draughts — to bask, rejoice, sleep 
thine head lighter, and wake younger every 
morning ? 

Syag. And how long hast thou been thus 
growing younger ? 

Acath. Till second childhood has struck me 
helpless ! Death and Hades ! wouldest thou 
taunt me with mine age ? — A plague-sore on thy 
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tongue! May the crows roost among thy rib- 
bones on the evil tree ! Oh, fool, fool ! 

Syag* Acathartus, may God give thee gen- 
tleness; nay, let me raise thee up. I thought 
thou wouldest have burst asunder in thy fit of 
cursing. Wouldest thou wish to die with a curse 
in thy mouth ? Learn a little love, be not all 
bitterness. So — sit thee up. 

Acath. O fool, fool ! I gasp for breath to tell 
thee. Age shall wither thine eyes, and pain 
shall wring thy lips ! See me — look here — what 
am I ? Shalt thou escape this ? Thinkest thou 
to have immortal youth? At& shall drive out 
Hebe\ Thou shalt outlive thy love of life — ha, 
ha ! — that shalt thou ! See me j I hobbled forth 
to the amphitheatre this morning, for I hate to be 
alone ; I gnash and curse at the thought of plea- 
sure which others share ; I see children smile and 
am jealous of them. I hobbled back at noon, 
driven by the gnawings of pain to seek more 
room in which to stretch these cramped, worthless 
limbs. Art thou going to a banquet to-night ? 
Shake not thy head — I say thou art ! HI wreathe 
a skull with myrtle, and toss it on the table in 
the midst. How sleek thy pleasures creep in 
the sunshine! — age shall scatter salt upon the 
worms ! Cypris scorns the withered skin. Hades 
is a merry God — ha, ha ! — thou shalt outlive thy 
epicureanism. 

Syag. I doubt I have already done so. 
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Acath. I tell thee 'tis a theory for the sun- 
shine — mere afternoon bath-dreaming — a holiday 
creed I Time has a slow, rankling tooth — wait 
till time begins to gnaw. The seat of thy be- 
lief is iu thy skin — wait till that is wrinkled 
and haggard ; wait till beauty is gone, and thy 
skin-deep belief will perish. I see thee smile 
calmly — what, thou dost not credit me ? Live, 
then, and dote, and be a dupe — was it not myself 
who taught thee ? Hug the siren till she turn 
upon thee a very hag, with hollow eyes and tusky 
fangs. Ha ! ha ! doth age indeed bring foolish- 
ness? boy, it hath one truth to teach thee 
yet — that life is naught. 

Syag. And what of death ? 

Acath. Of death ?— Night and Furies!— for- 
bear the word ! Oh, I dream of death at nights — 
in my long nights of darkness and pain. To such 
as me, sleep bringeth no rest, but only change of 
agonies. The mind seems then gifted with a 
keen sense of horror ; and then, too, a dull dream 
creeps over me of worse misery to come. A Fury 
seems to turn her back, and be beckoning to her 
sisters; but the snakes of her hair have their 
eyes upon me still. O death, death ! kinder 
than sleep, if thou couldest indeed give me my 
quittance I I dreamt I was dead last night. 

Syag. And so at rest at last? Didst thou 
seem so ? 

Acath. Rest, saidst thou ? Oh, that some god 
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in heaven or the shades would grant me rest ! I 
was dead, methought, and yet in pain still — in 
agonies. My mind seem separated from my body. 
I seemed to see this swollen carcase stiff and 
sheeted; not a pulse, not a breath in all the 
darkened clod. And yet — how could I fancy 
it ? — it was in pain still : a pain which my soul 
alone, though separate, could feel. I seemed to 
contemplate it wrapped up in pain, like Hercules 
in the tunic, yet stirring not; but stretched 
senseless, having bequeathed all sense of that 
pain to the soul. And there drew near a pale, 
shining form, and told me this should never end. 
I marked the features — they were those of my 
nephew, the young Asyncritus. I woke in pain, 
with a pang in every limb ; but nothing to the 
agony of that dream. 

Syag. Acathartus, I saw a man die in the 
amphitheatre to-day. How calmly he faced the 
reality of death ; how opposite was his state to all 
thou sufferest at the bare thought and dream 
of it! 

Acath. The amphitheatre! — a man die!— ah, 
many, many. 'Twas what I meant to have seen. 
Tell me somewhat of it — speak, tell a rousing 
tale, and these qualms shall break away. Didst 
see the chariots yoked with crocodiles, — the combat 
of buffalo and panther? Thou sawest, surely, 
the tiger in the serpent's den ? Then there was 
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a course of Christians and lions to come on. 
Ha, ha ! tell me of that ! 

[Enter Asyncritus and Pteroessa. 

Syag. Here comes thy nephew, Asyncritus ; he 
is younger — hail, Pteroessa — and, being young, 
will speak from a fresher mind. Tell us, youngster, 
what of all thou hast seen floats uppermost in thy 
memory ? 

Asyncritus. Are thy pains less, my uncle, 
Acathartus ? 

Acath. Aye, boy ; vex me not with the mention 
of them. Tell me of the games' ; answer to thy 
friend Syagrius. 

Asyn. I can tell what I saw; what I feel I 
cannot tell. I have seen strange things. 

Acath. Why lookest thou so solemn ? Thou 
wilt escape old age, methinks. Bather, old age 
has come to thee in that gentle shadow on thy 
brow, even amidst the golden hours of youth. 
Oh, why could not such have been my lot ? — oh, 
why not mine the early death that tears the scroll 
ere it be midway filled? Oh, no! full to the 
margin with bitter lines and dark blots — such, 
such am I. 

Pter. What awful things art thou muttering ! 
Speak, to him, Asyncritus. 

Asyn. mine uncle, thou art sad — art vexed. 
I will speak, if it may gladden thee to hear what 
I saw. 
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Pter. Well thou mayest ! the boy has scarce 
taken his eyes from the arena the whole day, save 
while they mopped up the blood, or soaked it dry 
with fresh sand. — Why earnest thou forth so soon ? 
Wast thou, too, seized with asthma or with gout ? 
There were several courses after the magician was 
dealt with. 

Acath. Magician ? How came such an one in 
the ring ? 

Pter. A mere impostor — a certain Christian 
whom the people called a magician. He seemfcd 
to charm down the beasts awhile, and caused a 
pleasant interlude. 

Acath. Let them die — die on heaps, and rot ! 
4 Asyn. Who ? 

Acath. Young fool! the Christians — the offal 
of mankind; beasts claim the refuse of the human 
race to be thrown to them. 

Pter. They have had them, Acathartus; 
oh, what a day it was! Zeus must certainly 
have been brewing nectar to-day! Why the 
lions have fared as sumptuously as the asiarchs 
themselves ; and all the Smyrnaeans have had a 
surfeit of all they wish — wine, mirth, sunshine, 
sports ! 

Acath. And the lions of Christians. Ha, ha! 

Asyn. uncle, thou laughest because thou 
hast not seen. I have seen that which might 
make one ponder till his dying day. 

Acath. Dying day! speak nought of it! (O 
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Hades! how like he looks to that face!) I 
am free from pain awhile, however brief. The 
gadfly has flown. Ha, ha! Yes, talk and 
laugh — laugh and talk; 'tis the wine of life — 
the medicine of age. Come, child, I wait for 
thy tale. 

Asr/n. my uncle, I have seen many things 
to-day, but one which leaves room for the memory 
of no other. When the elephants fought at 
Antioch last year, how I wondered at the fearful 
shbck, the blood-streams, the bellowings of the 
maimed monsters, the mighty heaps of slain — 
each carcase a heap. But what was that to what 
I have seen to-day? At Chios, since then, I 
saw the Indian snake-charmers; I saw a man 
clad with serpents — every limb swathed in living 
coils, and unhurt. But to-day I saw a man die, 
torn piecemeal by a lion, and yet whose soul 
seemed less hurt than was the body of the Indian 
by the snakes. 

Acath. Zeus and Here ! how the boy speaks : — 
a trumpet tone in a penny whistle ! Methought 
thou wast at least going to relate that a Christian 
had eaten the lion instead of the lion him. These 
mountebanks, as I have heard, are ever boasting 
of miracles : — art thou sure the lion actually ate 
him ? 

Syag. They at least work no miracles, nor 
boast of doing any, to save their own lives. And 
so the lion devoured him ? 
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Acath. A worthy God must he be they wor« 
ship, who will do everything but save them ! 

Asyn. Had not the event proved him mortal, I 
would have thought him a god himself. Or, 
were it possible that one of the gods should come 
down from heaven and join divinity to flesh, and 
submit to be slain, I could think him to have 
been a god even yet. 

Acath. Tell thy tale, boy, I doubt whether it 
be not all prelude. Tell an old man a tale,-rl 
have told thee many when thou wast a child, 
Where shall age find heart's-ease ? Syagrius, 
there is something fresh about our young friend ; 
and must he wane to weary age and be as I am ? 

Syag. As thou ? God forbid ! 

Acath. And wherefore should God forbid? 
What is that they call Ate, equal to all ? I shall 
soon be worms and dust ; dost thou doubt that ? 
So surely shall he be as I. Yet no, there is that 
in his face which speaks of death in early prime. 
Whatever death at length may bring or take 
away, he shall escape the worm which gnawing 
yet consumes not me before death come. O 
that I could have found that escape ! happy 
boy! thou shalt die young. Die? wherefore, 
by the gods, do I speak of dying ? Tell thy tale, 
tell thy tale, ere the fit seize my soul again. 

•Asyn. Then listen. I know not how many 
courses had been finished — a tiger from the Indus 
had been matched with a Beetic bull, and a boar 
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from Mount Taurus with a Libyan lion. I can- 
not recall how the panthers and the crocodile 
fought; these and other monsters seem a con- 
fused heap as I think of them. I think I remem- 
ber, too, the carnage of many scattered bodies of 
slaves and criminals, but, as it were, a mere dream 
of blood and groans. But the scene which I 
cannot forget was this: a man of more than 
middle age, spare in form, but erect, entered the 
arena with one of the appointed officers, who 
unbound his hands and stripped him to the waist. 
This discovered, as his back was turned for an 
instant, the red unhealed scars of the scourge. 
The lictor advanced a few paces from him, as 
though reckoning the distance towards a dark 
low grating at the edge of the ring, where, even 
at the width of the whole arena from it, I marked 
something glow as it had been a coal, and judged 
it to be the eye of a beast. The officer returned 
to place him more exactly, and stepping upon a 
spot slippery with a dark red stain, fell at his 
feet with the appearance for a moment of one 
adoring; the other helped him to rise, and set 
him on his feet, but the people shouted, "An 
omen ! An augury ! " As the officer was retiring 
from the ring, and such carcases, or fragments, 
as were undevoured, were being dragged off with 
a hook, leaving each a purple pool and a tjpck 
along the sand, I saw the prisoner stand for a 
minute in the centre of a living ring of eyes. 
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He was calm, looked peaceful, and yet watchful, 
though watching nothing of what surrounded him. 
He stood in the thronged arena, as though alone on 
some wide shore of the ocean, to watch a star rise 
over distant waves. All seemed to look on him, 
and he on none : and there was silence, and in the 
midst of it we heard the lashings and bellowings 
of the beast as yet concealed. 

death. By the wand of Bacchus, a fine spec- 
tacle — a moment worth days of ordinary sight- 
seeing ! What are masks and buskins to this ? 
Would I had been there ! Proceed, boy. 

Asyn. I looked at the den, the noise was so 
violent; I saw the doors quiver in their bars. 
When I again looked at the prisoner, he had 
fallen on his knees, but his hands and eyes were 
directed upwards. The officer was clear of the 
ring; at the signal of cymbals the gates dashed 
open, and with a louder roar the lion bounded 
forth, ran a few paces, and couched to spring, 
tearing up and lashing the sand. As it rose 
upon the leap, the man also rose to his feet ; but 
the beast, as it met his eye, instead of springing, 
reared, gnashing and roaring, and fell over on 
its haunches. 

Pier. Surely the man was a wizard. 

Acath. Ay! women hug superstition: pro- 
ceed, boy. 

Asyn. The people shouted "A wizard \" — "A 
sorcerer ! " — " The great Simon ! n and some cried, 
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that he should be kept to exhibit some wonders 
of magic. Meanwhile, the lion was slinking away, 
and the populace hooted, "The camel ! the tame 
bullock ! Bring firebrands ! A torch for his tail ! " 
But above all, I heard the voice of the prisoner, 
" Lord, is not mine hour yet come ?" Two of 
the den-keepers now advanced, one with a fire- 
brand, the other with a long spear; the lion 
struck down the one with a stroke of his paw — 
the other fled, flinging his torch at the beast ; it 
fell hissing in a pool of blood. A wild shriek of 
a woman arose from the further side, the wife, as 
it seemed, of the keeper, who lay lifeless on the 
sand. The confusion grew to uproar, and in the 
midst of it the prisoner knelt down again as 
before, praying, as it appeared, to some god, and 
the wild beast lay quietly down in the arena, lick- 
ing his paws. No officer interfered, all minds 
seemed suspended with wonder, both magistrates 
and people. How long this pause lasted I can- 
not guess — I seem to have dreamed. At last, 
the prayer of the prisoner seemed concluded, for 
he rose and cried aloud, " Lord, now lettcst Thou 
Thy servant depart ; now, if it please Thee, receive 
Thy servant's testimony, and let his death be 
accepted for the sake of Thine own." Then, look- 
ing round on the people, he exclaimed, " Live 
in the faith for which I die;" lastly, extending 
his arms and bowing his head in the posture of 
one crucified, he said, "Lord! come quickly/' 
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I saw not what next followed, for the sun broke 
forth from a cloud right opposite to me, and filled 
my eyes with blindness from his sudden splen- 
dour. But when next I beheld, the lion was 
standing over his prostrate form. And now, if 
he were a god, surely he is gone back to his 
glory ; if a man, surely he is gone to God. 

Acath. May He then send thee down better 
brains, young day-dreamer ! Hast thou not washed 
thine eyesight with an early cup of wine ? Young 
men begin to live — as they think it — sooner now- 
adays. Enough of this : — a lion in a sulky fit, a 
braggart slave, who will needs die as though he 
were a better man, and a mob of gazing, juggler- 
loving fools. Why, they were wrong — the fellow 
was not even a wizard ! Had he bestridden the 
lion, and flown off through the air, as it was 
said the great magician did at Rome, thy story 
might have been worth its length. The fellow was 
a Christian : one may tell them by their rant. 
They have ever the hearts of sheep and the 
tongues of orators. 

Pter. I, indeed, incline to think him some sort of 
sorcerer, though inferior at his art : or, perchance, 
the sudden presence of fire, which, they say, will 
dissipate spells, took him unawares, and gave the 
beast the advantage. 

Syag. Thou art in error, lady ! and thou, 
O Acathartus ! art in part right; this man was 



Digitized 



by Google 



70 DIALOGUES OF THE EARLY CHURCH. 

indeed a worshipper of Christ, and had no traffic 
with demons. 

Acath. In part right, saidst thou ? I am right 
where thou art wrong, if, as I suspect, thou 
thinkest a dying boaster worthy of credit. — 
Whence knowest thou aught of this man ? 

Syag. I was talking, yesterday, with one Neo- 
pistus, whose words strangely dwell within me, 
the more so since what I saw to-day. 

Acath. A Christian he, too, I suspect ? And 
thou holdest confidential talk with him ! Ha ! I 
had thought thou, like myself, wert too far gone 
for this. Look to it : there are, most likely, as 
many lions yet in Libya as Christians in Smyrna. 
There are, doubtless, enough lions in Smyrna for 
Neopistus and thee. 

Asyn. Is the same Neopistus a young man, 
yet with wrinkles on his brow, and a somewhat 
limping gait ? 

Syag. He is such an one : but what knowest 
thou of any such ? 

Asyn. I saw him, and a woman with a boy at 
her knee, and another younger child at her bosom, 
returning together from the arena. She had 
looked on her husband's death, for she was the 
widow of the prisoner. They were speaking 
together, with no wailing or voice of woe, but 
with calm comfort and intervals of silence not 
caused by tears. The boy bare somewhat on his 
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shoulder folded in a cloth. The infant set up a 
loud cry, for 

Acath. 'Tis ever thus with these Christians; 
they will howl and rant like Bacchanals, Erebus 
knows wherefore ! but are careless and without a 
tear at the loss of their best friend. See, by thine 
own evidence, this woman shows no more grief 
for her husband dead than if it were but a lizard 
crushed. They are rightly called haters of man- 
kind, when man and wife lose thus all love for 
each other. Shun their talk as thou wouldest 
the plague, nephew; for were I, thine uncle, 
to expire to-morrow, thy mother, my very twin 
sister, would refuse me decent lamentation had 
she turned Christian to-day. 

Syag. But thou hast not yet told us, Asyn- 
critus, what caused the infant to shriek so sud- 
denly ? 

Acath. Forbear — for shame ! Surely the moon 
is come nearer the earth within these two days. 
Well, I have gotten me something to jest with at 
last : — a grave fellow-citizen of mine asks a boy 
to explain to him the cause of a baby's whine ! 

Asyn. I pray thee, mine uncle, be less a cynic ; 
let me answer our friend, whose question is less 
silly than thou thinkest. There arose at that 
moment a clash of cymbals and trumpets in the 
distance, announcing that the asiarchs were leav- 
ing the games. The boy who bare the burden 
started at the sound, and looking hastily round, 
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shook off the fold of the cloth from what it con- 
cealed. My eye fell on a large bone or two, 
mangled, and bearing bloody tokens. I turned 
away, half sickened at the sight, and I observed 
the infant's eyes were in the same direction. The 
woman carefully replaced the cloth, and hushed 
the infant to her breast, singing to it — 

" Thy father is gone to gather flowers 
In the land where flowers grow." 

" We will go," said she, " and seek him there/' 
Syag. Ay, let us, too, seek him there. 
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CARTHAGE. 

ON THE BEACH AT TROAS, IN ASIA. 

Part I. 

Memmius. 
Agariston. 

Agariston. Memmius, this is mere rashness. 
Vengeance is the last due which the prince will 
remit. Thou hast killed a man in his duty, and 
bearing authority. 

Mem. He was a slave. 

Agar. Thou art not the more safe ; — for what 
else are we all ? He was of the body-guard of the 
prsefect. 

Mem. Killed? How knowest thou he was 
killed ? Slaves fall without being killed. 

Agar. There is no doubt of the blow being 
mortal. 

Mem. From my unarmed hand. 

Agar. What is that on thy fourth finger ? 

Mem. A gem of greatest price. 

Agar. It is a ring — of iron, is it not ? 

Mem. It is. 

Agar. Thy hand was scarcely unarmed if it 
had that rugged boss upon it; and the man was 
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not a Mauritanian on whose head it came down. 
Why delightest thou in such savage trinkets ? 

Mem. Because the ring should be a symbol of 
the wearer. I will give thee one woven of silver 
twist, purple silk, and women's hair. 

Agar. Thou art harsh : men who do not mel- 
low themselves with a morning's draught of 
Coan have commonly a rough tongue before noon. 
Thou talkest whetstones. 

Mem. Thy tongue, friend, wags glibly from 
the third hour onwards. If what I say could 
whet thy tongue to wisdom — but I would rather 
speak so than smoothe the way for folly with a 
posset. Thou art peering about this iron sigill, 
as though it were that fabulous one of Gyges. 
So this it was, thou sayest, which killed a man ! 

Agar, Thou speakest as one who had but 
crushed a cockchafer. But I warn thee thou wilt 
need the ring of Gyges before long. 

Mem, I am not a Lydian. 

Agar. austere Oscan, or Cascan, or Priscan, 
this iron circlet, therefore, with the big knob thou 
wearest as thy proper badge ! Was such a trucu- 
lent cestus the proper bearing of the ancestors of 
us degenerate Romans ? 

Mem. It was not, thou Greekling. I would 
not insult the memory of the Decii by wearing 
what they wore now, in the consulship of Pius 
and Pontianus. Knights and well-born men wore 
the ring of gold in a golden age ; in this brazen 
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age every ear-pierced vagabond, with a flank red 
from his last scourging, flaunts his gold-set sar- 
donyx in our eyes. Iron remains for the free, 
and this rugged nail-head is the chief gem of 
Memmius. 

Agar. Then the Memmii may have helped to 
fill the bushel of Annibal at Cannae ? 

Mem. No ; what they are now they were then, 
— plebeians. Thou speakest to one whose descent 
for five hundred years has never been sullied with 
a noble or a slave. Show me another man who 
can say the same for his house, and 

Agar. And thou wilt give him the impressioa 
of thine unarmed hand, and so, competitors being 
extinct, wilt remain a solitary specimen. 

Mem. And I will exchange rings with him, 
though he wear one of gold. 

Agar. Diomedes will scarce find a Glaucus on 
these terms. But the Spartans were they who 
wore these iron signets. 

Mem. Perchance for the benefit of their helots. 

Agar. Thy chirography, Memmius, is secure 
from forgery, a more precious signet will scarce 
stamp so true a mark. Ha ! ha ! 

Mem. I love not laughter. 

Agar. Not before dinner ! j 

Mem. Thou art ever measuring time by thy 
belly. 

Agar. For the index is commonly not un- 
faithful. 
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Mem. Acquiring, as the Peripatetics say, a vir- 
tuous habit of truth by constant energy. Why, 
indeed, should not the belly measure, for one who 
lives to eat, that time whereof life is made ? 

Agar. Thou art waxing savage. I love not thy 
snarl. 

Mem. A dog is a nobler animal than a hog. 

Agar. Let us seek another strain. I assure 
thee, as a friend, thou art here in instant danger. 
I know not why thou wast not before this seized 
as having violated the majesty of Caesar. 

Mem. I know wherefore not, or at least can 
guess. 

Agar. Thou thinkest that to seize and bind a 
Roman of the old school may require a large 
force of slaves and eunuchs. But be not obsti- 
nately rash ; while there is but an ounce of law 
left, there is the more need of a pound of ven- 
geance for the breach of it, especially upon thee, 
defying punishment as audaciously as thou didst 
use violence. Withdraw ; even the Spartans were 
taught to prowl and hide; get thee to the hill 
villages and lurk till the blast blow over. 

Mem. I am no Spartan. 

Agar. What, then, art thou a Christian, that 
thou wilt calmly defy gods and men, and court 
ignominy, and chains, and death ? 

Mem. Neither am I a Christian. 

Agar* What dost thou profess thyself? 

Mem. A Roman and a Stoic. 
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Agar. I saw thee start and look another way. 
Ha! what litter approaches under* the wall? 
They draw the curtain back that she within may 
wave thee a salute, Roman. Now, by the doves 
of Venus, Stoic, there is no need for thee to 
drive that Macedonian bonnet over thy brows, 
and turn thy head over thy shoulder. It is the 
lady whose litter, when surrounded last night, 
thou didst extricate. 

Mem. She was in no danger, fool. 

Agar. Yet thy wisdom did strike in her de- 
fence an officer of the prefect's, and the blow was 
mortal. Thou wilt not tell me her name ? Pro- 
bably thou dost not know it. 

Mem. It is the Lady Constantia. 

Agar. Noble : rich, too, is she not ? 

Mem. I believe she hath gilded ancestors — I 
believe she hath had golden staters. 

Agar. Hath had, thou sayest ? 

Mem. But when Maximin returns from the 
Danube to Rome, and hath time to engage in 
civil affairs, he will make a safe beginning of 
enrichment by confiscating the wealth of all 
exiles. 

Agar. And is this lady an exile ? 

Mem. She is, with her father. 

Agar. For the usual crime — having violated 
the majesty of Caesar ? 

Mem. For a greater crime. 
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Agar. To suppose any greater is to commit 
that one. What meanest thou ? 

Mem. The having assisted him when in humble 
fortunes, and so being a witness to his obscurity. 

Agar. And this beautiful girl in exile and in 
real danger, is she whose salute thou wilt barely 
acknowledge, and wilt not return ? 

Mem. I protected her from a false alarm by a 
man's death. What are words to deeds ? I hate 
thanks — I loathe praise — I shun salutations. 
Yonder litter carries all these. 

Agar. It carries a lady beautiful and noble, and 
of high fortune, once at least, although now fallen. 

Mem. Let her beware how she lavish herself 
on me. That lady may keep her condescension 
for those who choose to be reminded of their 
inferiority. 

Agar. Thou lovest not laughter, which Venus 
doth — yet how shall I forbear f 

Mem. As thou wilt. I am not bound to stay 
and hear thy fool's mirth out. 

Agar. Art thou then going? What, is the 
sage Memmius, the Oscan, the Cascan, the Plus- 
quam-Pelignian, smiled away by a lady, or laughed 
away by a friend ? 

Mem. I go. Beauty and nonsense are in 
league against me. I will not be made a butt 
either for a woman or for a fool. 

Agar. Now shall we see a woman and a fool 
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put to flight the defier of Caesar and all his 
legions. wisdom worsted ! " Tydides by aid of 
Pallas equal to the gods" chased by Venus whom 
once he could even wound ! Stay ! by Pollux, it is 
too late for flight — thou art arrested ! Venus 
despatches one of her doves with a missive in 
pursuit. Wilt thou even run ? Thou shouldest 
have run at first; but the Roman, the Stoic, liked 
it not. — Who art thou ? 

[To Memento, a young female slave. 

Memento. Art thou L. Memmius ? 

Agar. I am not. Behold him yonder — that 
man in a broad hat and cloak, throwing a pebble 
into the sea. 

Meme. sir ! Memmius ! 

Mem. (A fool am I to shun her — yet can I ? 
—What to say ?) What is it, child ? 

Meme. sir, art thou not L. Memmius ? 

Mem. I have never denied my name. 

Meme. My mistress would have speech with 
thee. 

Mem. Who is thy mistress ? 

Meme. Thou knowest her. 

Mem. I know her not. 

Meme. sir, dissemble not. Ood heareth 
thee, remember ! 

Mem. Silly child! if thou hast a message, 
say on ? 

Meme. My message is, — the Lady Constantia 
would speak with L. Memmius. 
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Mem. What if L. Memmius would not speak 
with the Lady Constantia ? 

Meme. Am I to reply that he will not ? 
Mem. Thou mayest. 

Meme. Art thou speaking from the heart ? 
God's eye is in thy heart. Remember Him. 

Mem. Why, thou saucy Pooh, 'tis a mere 

child ! Tell thy mistress to teach thee better 
manners. (I dare not be pleased — would I could 
be more angry !) 

Meme. Thou seemest to regard those pebbles 
much more than my mistress or her message. 
Mem. Little fool ! mankind are a heap of 

pebbles, and thy lady is Ho ! what said I ? 

(Agariston, thou art quick of ear!) Nay, I said 
nothing. 

Meme. And hast thou, then, nothing to say ? 
Mem. Tell her who sent thee I will not speak 
with her — now. 

Agar. Art thou giving the girl a lecture on the 
soul ? Art thou solving a Tusculan question, O 
sage? 

Meme. If that be thy true message, I go. 
Mem. Go — quick— depart ! 
Agar. The litter is moving hither. The lady 
is impatient. Thou hast repelled the handmaid, 
but the mistress is at hand; wilt thou face the 
assault ? 

Mem. Agariston, wherefore have the gods, 
having taught man to love wisdom and seek for 
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it, yet made it impossible that he should be 
wise? 

Agar, Because, my would-be sage, there are 
other things which a man should love and seek 
for, for which, if he were once wise, he would 
never care ; and lo ! in this litter here comes one 
of them. 

Mem. She will soon turn back on hearing what 
her messenger brings in reply. 

Agar. Art thou persuaded of that ? Behold 
the fate of thy message ! The little girl who bare 
it, and the old nurse, fall back behind, and the 
four Liburnian bearers quicken their pace ; I am 
sure thou dost wish to take my arm. Thou 
wouldest now have us wheel about with our faces 
to the sea, and our backs to the litter. Thou 
wilt draw thy head close to mine, as though in 
solemn conference — about nothing! Ha! 'tis a 
sight for gods and men, as Seneca said, to see 
their wise men struggling with hard fate — to wit, 
a woman ! 

Mem. Hades swallow thee ! Begone ! 

Agar. Thou didst take my arm, and thou shalt 
keep it. Stoic, upon the wise man perturba- 
tion of mind falleth not. Thou didst start, 
L. Memmius ; thou didst fling thyself from me as 
from a catapult. O philosopher, thou art a vol- 
cano stopped with a mass of ice. Ha ! ha ! shake 
thy sides, man. Laughter is a good thing for the 
bile. 
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Mem. But not the being laughed at. O folly, 
how much hast thou the odds of wisdom here ! 
If I could hear thee unmoved, Agariston, me- 
thinks I should be near perfection; thou art 
my daily lancet and cautery, worse to me 
than Xantippe to Socrates. If I could resist 
thee 

Agar. Hope for nothing less ; nor regard Xan- 
tippe, for here comes a plague of a far different 
kind — the Lady Constantia — resist her ! 

Mem. The wind is sunk, the sea shines like a 
mirror, a hurricane were more to my humour, she 
hath all the advantage. 

Constantia. Set down the litter on this bank of 
sand and sedge. Inform L. Memmius — that 
surely must be he, though he turneth his back — 
inform him that a message concerning the re- 
public awaits him. 

Meme. mistress, if he should run I cannot 
overtake him. 

Con. He will not run; do thou as I have 
said. He seemeth to read, having drawn forth 
a book. 

Meme. O L. Memmius, may a few words be 
lawful ? 

Mem. Thou again ? The fewest possible 

Meme. A message concerning the republic. 

Mem. From whence ? 

Meme. I know nothing. 

Mem. Through whom f 
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Meme. The Lady Constantia bade me. 

Mem. I knew the republic had fallen low: 
despatches travel through women ! Lady, since 
I must needs use words to thee, seek some one 
sanguine or abject, into such an ear pour thy 
news ! I go. 

Con. Fly not, I am not come to thank thee ; 
yet thou wast my defender. 

Mem. I am not wont to fly. 

Con. I feared it was so; therefore I would, 
in few words, show how, without flight, thou 
mayest be safe. ,L. Memmius, let necessity 
excuse my seeming forwardness, having no kins- 
man to speak for me, friendless, and soon, I fear, 
to be an orphan. Memmius, my honour will not 
have suffered if, while showing a way of safety, 
I have consulted for thine. 

Mem. My chief danger I sufficiently know. 
I would beware of it. Thou canst aid. 

Con. Such aid as a woman may give, I will not 
spare. Say how ? 

Mem. By thy departure — leaving me to this 
book. 

Con. Thou art so much a Roman as to scorn 
to owe anything of safety to a woman ? 

Mem. To owe safety to a woman is to risk the 
ruin of a manly mind. Thou wilt help me over a 
ditch to throw me down a precipice. 

Con. I cannot tell what peril thou dost imagine 
from me, but let me name one which is real, and 
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I will at once depart from thy sunshine. Thou 
wouldest this morning have been arrested had 
not the centurion, C. Gallus, who served with 
thy father, wilfully delayed to execute the orders 
of the prsefect. Yet if thou wilt not retire some- 
whither, what is commanded must be no longer 
delayed. 

Mem. Lady, there is danger near thine own 
person ; I would *rarn thee, fly. 

Con. Memmius, I came hither, that I might 
show a path of safety to thee ; till I have done 
that, thou wilt scarce move me to flight. Yet 
say on, I will listen; if in turn thou wilt 
hear me. 

Mem. lady, it is not my sunshine thou 
shouldest care for, but if here thou longer tamest 
thou wilt be 

Con. What ? 

Mem. Sunburnt thyself. 

Con. Is it needful to give proof that I value 
the safety of one who has risked life for me more 
than the colour of my face ? Then must thou 
hear me out. 

Mem. Thou art foolishly rash. Knowest thou 
not that, body and mind together, thou hast 
nothing so valuable as thy face ? 

Con. There are some, then, who regard their 
deeds of kindness merely as acquiring the right 
to inflict contumely in words. My words, there- 
fore, must soon end. There is news from 
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Africa,* Memmius, which concerns thee much ; the 
province, having refused to submit to the imposts 
which strip their temples, and leave them no 
money for the games, has risen in revolt against 
him who is hated of mankind. Our order may 
be exiled with impunity, and suffer loss or ruin 
of fortunes, but oppression hath touched the 
people. 

Mem. And the tyrant's tread is on a hydra. 
Ha! 

Con. Is thy passive soul stirred at last ? Hear 
further; a ship will sail for Carthage at mid- 
night, let her carry with her L. Memmius, not as 
a fugitive, but in arms for his country. 

Mem. fond heart and fair face! O lady 
for whom — for whom I care nothing, know this, 
that the last of the Romans hath no country to 
save. 

Con. Then be more than a Roman, Memmius ; 
save the world. Didst thou peril thy life for one 
woman, for whom — I had forgotten that — thou 
carest nothing ? Strike for all the millions whose 
prayers ascend to the gods from the Nile to the 
Danube. 

Mem. Fare thee well. 

Con. Thou wilt go, then ? Oh, say thou wilt. 

Mem. It is not worth the trouble. 

Con. What price dost thou ask to show thy 

* See note I . 
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virtue ? I took thee for one who embraced virtue 
for her own sake. 

Mem. Virtue is such a scarce article, the mar- 
ket price has risen. 

Con. Is it well to defend sloth by raillery ? 

Mem. I will speak out ! Virtue, saidst thou, 
to help another tyrant to the same purple which 
acquires a bloodier dye each time it changeth 
shoulders ? That vestment wears out many men. 
Mankind didst thou bid me defend ? They have 
the brand of slavery in their souls. If there 
were enough of the free and virtuous on earth to 
people one village in Africa, or one hummock in the 
JEg&an, Memmius would go thither and proclaim 
a republic, — ay, and refuse a curule chair. What 
has Rome left ? — an army of assassins, a senate of 
parasites, a magistracy of informers, a common- 
wealth of slaves ! The model would not be com- 
plete without a tyrant. There is no crime but 
treason now, no virtue but to fawn and lie. Of 
that crime I am guilty in that I slew a slave ; of 
that virtue I will not be guilty, nor will I hold 
forth a finger to rescue those who are — that is, 
mankind. 

Con. Thou errest in reckoning virtue extinct, 
though it be rare. My father speaks of the 
Gordiani in Africa, Maximus and Balbinus at 
Rome ; there is Severianus 

Mem. Enough of anus and inus. Men are 
dwindled to a race of adjectives, and avow by 
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their names that Caesar is the only substantive 
noun. 

Con. Surely it is treason against Heaven to 
think all goodness perished from the earth ? A 
man was thanked in olden times that he had not 
despaired of the republic. 

Mem. Whilst there was a republic there was 
that for which to hope, though the Carthaginian 
were within a day's march of the Latin gate. 

Con. But thou dost despair of mankind : 
surely it is wickedness ? 

Memento. It is wicked to think there are no good 
left. God has His own remnant ; He remembers 
them. Thou, L. Memmius, thinkest thyself alone 
good, being not even of the number. He will 
rebuke thy pride ; remember Him. 

Mem. What strange parrot is this ? 

Meme. sir, this world is a hive in which there 
are some drones, and some wasps, and some honey- 
bees ; and the master of the hive will come, and see 
idleness, and mischief, and fruitful labour mixed. 
The drones and wasps he will burn, and the bees 
he will remove into a fairer country, with thyme, 
and cassia, and cytisus in plenty, with broad 
streams and deep valleys, and an air of perfume, 
and a sky of brightness. Remember the master 
of the hive. 

Con. Be still awhile, Memento, thy speech is 
out of season. 

Meme. No, for I see a drone and a wasp; 
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bat I speak m season and out of season. Oh, 
remember ye both how short is time ! The day 
of the Lord cometh, remember it by night and 
by day. 

Mem. The child is either mad or a Christian. 

Con. Memento, I will hear thee presently. 

Meme. I obey. I will sit down and be alone. 

Con. Memmius, the matter returns to this — 
be a man for mankind's sake; take heart and 
raise hand. 

Mem. Lady, be a woman! raise thy face in 
Caesar's presence. Get thee to Borne, to Illyria, 
to the Danube, to Thulfe, wherever Caesar is. 
Charm him by speech, for they say he under- 
stands Latin. Go, be seen, and conquer ! — bind 
the Thracian bear* with a chain of silk, that he 
rush no more upon mankind ! This is the way 
to benefit them, fair philanthropist I they will 
raise temples to thee, and leave other altars cold ! 

Con. What vain cruelty to mock one whose 
misery is too great already ! Few tyrants would 
have indulged themselves in this sport. I will 
go to Africa with my aged father; one woman 
and one old man will dare to hope, leaving despair 
to the wise and brave. 

Mem. A pleasant voyage ! — smooth sea, and 
fair wind, and prone current, wait on thy pleasure- 
trip to save mankind ! May sea-born Venus waft 
one so rich in her gifts, and may ocean have a 
* See note 2. 
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face with no more wrinkles than thine own; 
so, lady, thou shall meet with no wreck till thou 
hast reached land ! 

Con. O Memmius ! if the ocean be smooth, I 
shall love the way I go— if it he rough, the end 
only. Canst thou be content with a prison or 
the Gemonian stairs— I tremble to think on thy 
danger — when Africa and freedom, both thine 
own and that of others, call thee hence ? 

Mem. I will hear no more — I have heard too 
much. May ocean be as pleasant to thee as thy 
words to me. 

Agar. Our Memmius, lady, never says a cutting 
word but in earnest, nor an agreeable one but in 
jest. 

Con. I had hoped he would not have been thus 
inexorable to one whom he was rashly forward to 
defend when counselling him only for his honour 
and safety. The gods make some men of sand, 
and some of rock. Ah me ! farewell ! Bearers, 
take me hence. 

Mem. Thou wilt weep more ere thou hast 
saved mankind. 

Agar. Thou heart of granite! — the lady has 
gone with eyes overflowing ! 

Mem. Is she gone ? My breast is the cave of 
.JSolus, rock-ribbed without, but within a cave of 
striving tempests ! Is she gone ? I abhor 
myself ! 

Agar. What tune art thou set to now ? 
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Mem. Follow her, bring her back ; say to her 

No, no, it shall not be — not for all the beauty 

of Cleopatra decked with all her jewels. 

Agar. Thy mood is not to be pleased. What 
a helpless thing is a philosopher ! 

Mem. Where is the strength of soul I once 
had ? I have leapt down — how easy is it to leap 
down ! — and there is no retreat. 

Agar. Let me go after the litter. 

Mem. No, no ! Sodden with folly, weak when 
proudest of strength ! 

Agar. Why thou hast resisted all importunity, 
and remainest unshaken by female persuasion. 
Is she not gone ? 

Mem. She hath vanquished by yielding, and I 
have lost by standing firm. I am a hateful mad- 
man ! Constantia ! — but thou shalt forgive 
me hereafter. 

Agar. What ! art thou in earnest now ? Why 
wilt thou arm thy tongue with irony and sarcasm? 

Mem. Because I feared her. 

Agar. She seems less meet to move fear than 
love. 

Mem. It was that which I feared. Beauty, 
when silent, is powerful; but when pleading — 
pleading with me for myself — a man must act on 
the offensive — must call up some active energy — 
not lie like wax in the sun's rays; therefore I 
take refuge in harsh words and scornful irony. 
She is gone. I will get me home and read 
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Seneca — no, I must go and hear this African 
news. They may arrest me if they will. 

Agar. Being absent part of the time whilst 
thou wast conversing, I have heard that thou art 
the safer since this news came. They will not 
avenge the majesty of a prince tottering on his 
throne. When Caesar is aimed at, to have struck 
the slave of his praefect is no more a crime. 

Mem. Let us go and inquire together. 

Agar. So the head of the tortoise is out of his 
shell at last ! Stoic, let us go ! 



Part II. 

the same beach, shortly before midnight. 

constantia. 
Memmius. 

Mem. Lady ! 

Con. Roman ! 

Mem. How is the world ?— nearer to its free- 
dom than when I left thee at noon ? 

Con. Art thou still all mockery? Memmius ! 
I thought thy nature more generous than even 
thy race, though knowing that the best blood of 
the old plebs is thine. Say I was not deceived, 
relent from Stoicism, and be a man. 

Mem. Lady, thou wast not deceived. Memmius 
is a man at heart, though a Stoic in persuasion. 
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Con. Can I trust thee now ? How wilt thou 
reconcile thyself at night with what thou art by 
day? 

Mem. Thus — art thou alone ? 

Con. Alone ! 

Mem. Then my heart hath news for thee. 
Wilt thou listen? 

Con. Did I not listen well this morning when 
all I heard was contumely and scorn? It is 
the last time I shall listen, for we sail to-night 
in yonder ship. If it might be, I would hear a 
human voice less rough and stern than thine 
before I seek the mercy of the winds and waves. 
I seem bold and wanton in wandering the beach 
at night alone, but the times, Memmius, are such 
as may well turn women into men. 

Mem. Thou wilt listen, then ? 

Con. Speak — gently, if thou canst — but 
speak ! 

Mem. So thou art not for Rome but Africa, 
seeking not the quarters of Caesar, as I advised 
thee, but choosing for thyself Gordianus, as a 
more rising star ? Thou art wise, perhaps ; but if 
report speak true of him, thou must be content 
with a share of his love among many. 

Con. I understand thee ! The daughter of a 
Roman, Memmius, should be free from insult 
from a Roman, though alone and by night, and 
about to flee from one exile to another. O my 
father ! hadst thou been here, old as thou art— 
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but no — I thank the gods thou canst not know 
of this ! 

Mem. Weep not ; what have I made thee ? — 
i8 it in anger or in grief? I have been a wanton 
despiser. Fearing to love thee, and yet hoping 
to be — yes, to be loved ! I have made myself a 
Tantalus. 

Con. Thy language has been studied bitterness ; 
but I will not heed it. Hereafter, if thou shouldst 
pace upon this shore, and if the sea or other 
sudden fate should overwhelm me, thou wilt 
think on thy injury, because it will be then too 
late to repair it. Farewell ! 

Mem. Stay! — thou shalt! Forgive L. Memmius 
the last injury his tongue shall ever do thee. 
Weep not, but hear. 

Con. Let me go, sir; I am not weeping. I — 
oh, shame for a manly tongue ! — but that is past 
now. Withdraw; I would pass. 

Mem. Nay, it is my turn to beseech now. 
Gonstantia, thou hast conquered ; I am ashamed. 
It shames me for the many kind and gentle 
words thou didst waste upon me here to-day. I 
have hated myself since; and now my hope of 
being persuaded by thee is gone, and thy turn is 
come to hate. I should have bewared of modesty 
when I presumed on gentleness. No;— thou hast 
not a word ? Leave Memmius, then, to his fate; 
he deserves the worst that may befall, having 
deserved the hatred of Constantia. 
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Con. Memmius, Memmius, whatever dost 
thou mean ? Thou dost profess repentance, but 
it is I whose heart is changed — yea, changeth 
with thy every word. I will begone — yes; I will. 
Farewell ! 

Mem. Then one word more, — hear it, and 
never change again. Yes, hear, Constantia, 
hear L. Memmius say he loves thee — will never 
part from thee ! flee thou to Africa, flee thou 
to Thul&, or the Hesperian Isles. I will follow 
— no, not with mockery and scornful contumely, 
but either in silence, or in words of love. The 
load is off my heart — flung off, as by the earth- 
quake's roll. This is the news I had. Now 
answer it. 

Con. Oh, wherefore not all this before — before 
the pain and grief I have felt for thee this day ? 

Mem. I know not. I am dogged, wayward, 
churlish ; yet something better, too. There seems 
something in me striving to gnaw its way out 
through bronze and adamant. The gods, who 
temper our nature from the birth, have made 
L. Memmius a strange mixture of uncouth con- 
traries ; and the last issue of this is, that he loves 
and bitterly repents. beautiful and gentle 
one, how I have wronged thee ! All is now on 
one cast; I know thou canst never forgive me 
now, except thou shouldest love me. 

Con. How can I trust thee? — yet I feel I 
must. Memmius, I forgive. 
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Mem. Because thou lovest ? 

Con. Because I love. 

Mem. Me ? 

Con. Thee ! 

Mem. Thou shalt not need distrust me. Look 
on the stars, and choose thee one, and hear me 
swear. 

Con. Thou shalt not swear. 

Mem. No; — why? 

Con. Because we exact an oath from those we 
doubt. 

Mem. Tell me, most gentle and most beau- 
tiful, wherefore wast thou here alone so late ? 

Con. On an errand for my father. He is, thou 
knowest, aged and sickly ; yet he answered with 
joy when I proposed our voyage to him. I came 
down to see whether all was ready on board the 
ship for his reception there. 

Mem. Thou earnest hither, Memento being 
left? 

Con. Yea ; left to watch with him, and make him 
ready to depart, whilst I prepare his departure. 

Mem. And was there no other slave thou 
couldest leave with him ? Methinks I saw thee 
well attended to-day. 

Con. Whither are thy thoughts tending — not 
to suspicion ? But I cannot distrust thee, now. 
My nurse is already on board to arrange needful 
things. 

Mem. But the bearers and Utter ? 
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Con. They are sold ; — it was necessary to sell 
them, that we might raise money for our voyage 
and change of abode. They were the last relic of 
that plenty and luxury in which we once lived. 
My dear, fond father, could not bear me to want 
them ; but now they are gone, I am content. 

Mem. Thou wouldest not tell me of thy need. 
dearest, kindest, loveliest, thou wilt be as good 
a wife as thou hast been a daughter. 

Con. Speak not of that. No ; there is much 
to be done ere that can ever be. Mankind is to 
be delivered from Maximums, which when he 
has done, Memmius may think of a wife for 
himself. 

Mem. Thou art severe. 

Con. Yes; but I am conqueror, therefore I 
dictate the terms. Memmius, Constantia 
would but restore thee to thyself, before she 
yields herself to thee. 

Mem. I will love thee for ever, and as a hus- 
band when I may. Thou art conqueror, but 
didst conquer sooner than thou thinkest. I have 
resolved on a passage to Africa. I settled the 
matter to-day. 

Con. Not in yonder ship ? 

Mem. No; for there is need of arrangements 
concerning resources here to encourage and assist 
the revolt of the African provinces, — that will 
require ten days or more ; which being done, I 
sail. I follow thee. 
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Con; Oh, heavens, how I thank you! And 
thou wast departing without a word to poor 
Constantia, had she not by chance met thee ; be 
thankful, then, that thou wast met and van- 
quished. 

Mem. I was raging in despair on this lonely 
shore. We have met and emptied our hearts into 
each other. 

Con. Thou art not a Stoic, then ? 

Mem. Not to thee. 

Con. Dissembler, to hide so much love in thy 
heart. Thy savage sarcasms were a subtle hypo- 
crisy. Oh, then, it was all untrue. How de- 
lightful to believe it false ! No, thou art not a 
Stoic. 

Mem. Nay, I verily believed it myself. 

Con. Thy faith is shaken. Is it not so ? 

Mem. How can I look into thine eyes and 
assert it again ? We must soon part. Thou 
art my betrothed; what shall I give thee as a 
pledge ? 

Con. Hast thou not a ring ? 

Mem. A ring? Well, thou shalt have it. 
'Tis of iron; two of thy small fingers Blip 
through it easily. Thou canst not see the de- 
sign by this moonlight; it is merely a skull. 
It is a rude badge for a fair girl to wear. What 
wilt thou do with it ? To me it was of ser- 
vice — especially last night; to thee it is no 
ornament. 

H 
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Con. I will suspend it as an amulet upon my 
neck. 

Mem. Thou shalt, my beautiful one; thou shalt 
wear iron on thy neck till the tyrant be cast 
down. Now, what wilt thou give me in ex- 
change ? 

Con. When I was a child, I had a malignant 
fever, and my mother thought I must die, and 
cut off some of my hair, and bade them weave a 
bracelet from it, beaded with fine pearls. She 
nursed me so tenderly, that I recovered ; never- 
theless she wore it till her death; since then I 
have worn it in memory of her. Wilt thou wear 
it, Memmius ? 

Mem. Give it me, dearest, and give me yet 
one thing more. Thine eyes are full of moon- 
light, my betrothed; it floats and trembles in 
them, and this cheek is wet with dew. 

Con. It is not dew. 

Mem. Nay, it is not spray, — the sea is a vast 
maze of sweet silvery ripples. Nay, it is not dew, 
for thy hair is dry. 

Con. Memmius, it is a tear. 

Mem. It was one which my last unkind 
word drew — it was all but dry. O beloved 
and beautiful! Memmius will never cause thee 
to shed a tear again, — except it be upon his 
grave. 

Con. Farewell, Memmius, we part. 

Mem. By meeting here, much sorrow has been 



Digitized 



by Google 



CABTHAOE. 99 

saved ; so we may be content awhile to be parted. 
Farewell. 

Mem. night, thou wast not darkness before 
she went. There was an eye in every star till 
then — and now they seem blank and blind. 
These pearls in her dark braid of hair are as those 
stars woven in the night above me. Beautiful 
girl, beautiful hair, beautiful pearls ! I have 
parted with my iron heart, as with its symbol, to 
her; and in return I have got love and gentle- 
ness, and this soft silky wreath and smooth beads 
of gentle light. Hark! was that a whistle? — 
yes, of a sea-bird. Silence and night awhile, 
and a few minutes to muse alone; and then, 
Memmius, a midnight meeting, and slow, dark 
words, and the fate of the world weighed upon 
each, to make them slow. Yet awhile ! There 
comes the moon full over the hill. Ah ! there 
are her light foot-prints in the sand. I can span 
them each. No, I will not follow. Let her do 
her duty to her father. The moon is a few 
days past her full. The valley is thrown into 
long, dim avenues of shadow. I hear the deep, 
hollow plunging of the surf, and through it comes 
the watch- dog's bark round the sheep-folds on 
Mount Endemus ; and lower down there are the 
white faces of the tombs along its base. The 
town is in the depth of night, save here and there 
a turret wakes into the moonbeams. What? 
That is more than the surf. Ha ! there shoots a 
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deeper furrow athwart the ripple of the waves. 
Yes, that dim, black streak is a boat ; there is a 
light moving on board the vessel as they ap- 
proach ; and I see a figure in the stern — muffled 
in a pallium — but it is she. Farewell, beloved ! 
farewell to thee, night ! Memmius begins his 
day. 

Agar. Good morrow, therefore, to thee, O 
Memmius ! 

Mem. Who art thou, lurking in the shadow of 
the wall ? Wherefore not in bed, if, as I think, 
it is Agariston ? 

Agar. The same. It is worth a night* s rest to 
hear the Stoic lament his love and invoke the 
moon, and talk words as soft as the whisper of 
the night-breeze upon the sea. Therefore I am 
not in bed. Thou goest to business — I will with 
thee — though I came forth for amusement, 
which having found sufficiently, let us to grave 
affairs. 

Mem. O lurking listener ! then thou knowest 
Memmius at last. 

Agar. I knew him long since better than he 
knew himself. 

Mem. Silence thy bantering, for I will not 
answer it. Let us talk of the sum of things — 
let us approach the republic. 

Agar. Agreed. The place is near, the time is 
now. 
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Part III. 

ON BOARD A GALLEY. 

Constantia. 
Memento. 

Con. The sea is fair ; there is nothing far and 
near but sea and sky. They said we should be 
near Tarentum by sunset. It wants not much 
of that. Why have they shipped their oars ? 

Meme. We run before the wind with full 
canvass, and the rowers are asleep on their 
benches. 

Con. How wonderful is the sea ! It seems 
infinite, but is not. Nothing but pure space is 
infinite. 

Meme. And God — remember Him! Space 
may be infinite, but is emptiness ; God alone is 
infinite, and is fulness. 

Con. I surely have thy wish, Memmius, — 
a smooth sea, a fair wind, a prone current, though 
spoken then in derision. Ah! thou wilt never 
deride me again — nor any other, I hope. To 
mock is not a pleasure fit for gods or men. 
Memmius, if I have won thee, and made thee 
worth the winning — ah! 
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Meme. Didst thou speak of L. Memmius, 
lady? I like him not. 

Con. Thou art somewhat free of speech, child. 

Meme* He is proud, lady; and all pride is 
sin. 

Con. Peace, child; thou knowest him not. 
Fetch me my lute, I will sing, if my father 
still sleepeth ; go, see. There is a far-off moun- 
tain with a hazy coronet of clouds, and seeming 
as shadowy as they. 

Meme. His slumbers are deep as the sea. 
Behold the lute, lady! 

Con. The sea-breeze hath untuned it. No, 
'twill do. Wherefore is thy gaze fixed on the 
waves, Memento? 

Meme. The sea is the most wonderful of the 
works of God, except 

Con. Except what, little contemplator ? 

Meme. Except our souls. Remember thy soul, 
and God who made it. Lady, these waters can 
take thy life and mine ; our souls would come up, 
like bubbles, and return to God. Our flesh dis- 
solving, sea-weeds would grow on our bones, 
turned, perchance, to rock; and then, in one 
moment, as one wakes from sleep and finds her 
limbs perfect as when she lay down to rest — 
perfect, yea, and refreshed — all, when God shall 
will, shall be made whole and one. Then where 
wilt thou be ? 
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Con. Thy words almost threaten. But the 
sea seems all playful. 

Meme. What is there below these waters, 
lady? 

Con. The deep bed of slime, sand, or rock, 
strewn with many bright and wonderful things. 

Meme. We cannot see it or them. 

Con. We cannot, for the waters lie between. 

Meme. The waters shift and roll ceaselessly. 
What of the deep bed beneath? 

Con. It is fixed and immoveable; it suffers not 
the impulse which sends these waters rushing on 
their way. 

Meme. Whither do they go ? 

Con. Thou art foolish, — who can tell ? Wake 
from thy dream of waves. 

Meme. I will awake. So fleets and rolls the 
world, so transient are all things therein, drifting 
ever round and to and fro, and never still. All 
things we see are rolled on an unknown way, and 
beyond them lie all things not seen, but real, and 
also changeless, and such as cannot be shaken. 
Lady, should our souls be as waves of the sea, or 
as parts of the rock below ? 

Con. I would be as the rock ; I fear I am as 
the wave. Methinks I know one who is as the 
rock ; I will sing of him. 
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Far float the sea-risen clouds away 

To wreathe the headland's crest ; 
My thoughts, as o'er the wave I stray, 

Drift back on thee to rest. 
I left thee to the tongues of men — 

Fame runs not on the sea — 
When cities round me rise again, 

Her trump shall speak of thee. 

They feel thine eye's unsought command, 

Thy words so few and fit ; 
Their souls a-tiptoe seem to stand, 

And thine in state to sit. 
Can friend or foe in outward things 

Into that soul's depth see ? 
The veil thy spirit o'er it flings, 

It opens but to me. 

Who feel thy praise eclipse their own 

To obloquy awake, 
For Envy by the shadow thrown 

Doth Virtue's measure take. 
Who blame thy coldness, only show 

How mean their own degree ; 
Keep, my mountain clad with snow, 

Thy valley's bloom for me ! 

Thou wilt not homage give nor take 
From those thou dost contemn, 

Nor parasites thy rivals make 
To win a diadem. 
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Proud — stern — reserved? They call thee so; 

To others thou may'st fce ; 
When last that eye met mine, I know, 

Thou wast not so to me. 

Meme. And he is thy rock of whom thou didst 
sing? 

Con. He seems not unworthy the name. 

Meme. Then art thou loving him too well for 
thy peace ? 

Con. What knowest thou, child, of peace of 
mind broken by love ? 

Meme. Peace may be broken by anything — 
yea, by love, if it be not the love of the Lord 
Christ. In Him is peace which shall never fail. 
Remember Him, — make Him thy rock, — love 
Him first ; then love L. Memmius, as thou canst. 
Why dost thou love him now ? 

Con. Thou art bold, girl; but bold because 
thou lovest me. His soul is noble and worthy, 
and having spurned all else, he has given that 
soul's love to me. 

Meme. Oh, call him not thy rock. Thou hast 
sung of him. I would sing, if I may, dear lady; 
I would sing to my Bock. 

Con. Thou shalt sing —to the lute ? 

Meme. I cannot touch it. I will sing the even 
song at Rome in the Lord's house, when thou 
wouldest let me wander forth on the Maminian 
way, at sunset, to join 
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Con. Ah, we were not exiles, then. 
Meme. Perchance we are nearer God, now. 
See, the sun is glowing in the waves. 

O Lord, to Thee we sing 

Beneath the evening star, 
O Christ, Thou art our king, 

And we Thy people are. 

In prayer we met Thee, Lord, 

And now in peace we part, 
With grace anew out-poured 

On every faithful heart. 

Thou earnest to redeem 

By water and by blood — 
Hast washed us with Thy stream : 

Hast fed — Thyself our food. 

The sun hath sunk — 'tis night, 

The stars may not be dim ; 
They keep their vigil bright 

Till burn the east with him. 

Our feeble ray we pour, 

steadfast may we shine, 
Till Thou shalt dawn once more 

To make all glory Thine ! 

Thou hast heard the whole, lady. 

Con. I have often heard thee speak of Him of 



Digitized 



by Google 



CABTHAGE. 107 

whom, or rather to whom, thou didst sing. I 
thought He had been dead ? 

Meme. He was dead and is alive for ever- 
more, Amen ; and hath the keys of hell and of 
death. 

Con. It is wonderful how many now are called 
by His name. If I had known Him, I think I 
could have loved Him well, for all confess that 
He was a good man, and that His death was 
unjust. 

Meme. love Him now, for He is loving 
thee! 

Con. How knowest thou that ? 

Meme. He gave His life for all, being God, and 
only becoming Man that He might die. Such is 
the love our souls need ; such is the true Bock. 
Before thou didst ever hear His name, He loved 
thee; all the while thou hast known and despised 
it, He hath loved thee; and if thou, lady, wilt 
turn and love Him, that same love of His will be 
thine for ever. Lady, for ever is a long journey 
that hath no end ; thy soul is on the way even 
now. The love of L. Memmius will last thee 
but one Btage. The love of Christ will be as end- 
less as the way; without it, thou must wander 
cold, and weary, and restless, but still must wander 
on. Remember that. Lady, thou art immortal ; 
waste not this life on that which must perish 
with it. Love the Lord Christ; let thy poor 
little slave lead thee to Him ! 
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Con. Would I had seen Him ! 

Meme. Thou must see Him hereafter. 

Con. Those are strange words of thine, thou 
speakest of hereafter as though it were clear 
before thee as things now. How can that be ? 

Meme. It is through faith. 

Con. How can I obtain faith ? 

Meme. It is the gift of Christ. Pray to Him, 
remember prayer 1 Thou mayest win all things 
through prayer. Pray that thy love for Memmius 
hurt thee not. 

Con. Thy tongue is more free than is seemly, 
child. 

Meme. If thou, lady, wouldest rather I were 
silent, I will pray for thee and speak not. 

Con. Nay, I would rather hear that voice of 
thine, for a hollow, wailing sound comes over the 
swollen sea, and the wind hath fallen. 

Meme. God can raise and lull the storm. 
Remember Him ! May He bring us safely 
through all perils ! 

Con. Why thinkest thou of perils ? 

Meme. Lady, there are none for me. For, 
behold, Christ cometh !— 'after death, the judg- 
ment. how I love His appearing ! Remember 
Him! 

Con. Why speakest thou of perils ? 

Meme. My father was a Tarentine fisherman, 
on a promontory of these waters I was born. 'Tis 
out of sight, over yonder waves. 
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Con. Thou wouldest be glad were it day, and 
we could see it by running nearer shore. 

Meme. I have found a new native land, lady; 
I have been born again ! 

Con. What meanest thou ? 

Meme. In Christ all are born again who are 
baptized in His name. Have faith in Him, and 
being baptized, thou shalt be born anew, and 
know a new native land, and no more know what 
exile is. 

Con. And hast thou a father and a home still 
ready to receive thee at Tarentum if I were to 
give thee thy freedom ? 

Meme. Lady, my father is dead. I have an- 
other home. 

Con. Thou hast, my poor child; thy home 
shall ever be where mine is. 

Meme. Oh, would to God, thy home were, 
indeed, where mine is. I hear a roar along the 
horizon, — the sea labours blackly, — our sails 
are flat and hug the yards. Whether thou drown 
or not, remember thou must die ! 

Con. How meanest thou? Is not thy home 
with me ? Did I not buy thee in the herb- 
market at Borne? — and how hast thou been 
treated ? 

Meme. Not as a slave, but as though a little 
sister. Thou didst never beat me for not dress- 
ing thy hair to thy liking; thou didst never chide 
me, even when thou wast a rich lady, because I 
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placed an emerald brooch when thou wouldest 
have had a pearl one. Thou wouldest kiss poor 
Memento at night, and I never saw thee look 
angrily till 

Con. Till when ? 

Meme. Till I spake just now of L. Memmius. 

Con. And after all this, where should thy 
home be, since thou hast lost thy father, save 
with a mistress whom thou seemest to love 
well? 

Meme. Oh, I love thee, dear mistress — I love 
thee so much, that I fear for thee terribly. Re- 
member thy death ! As for father and home, I 
will answer thee with a song, if so be thou wilt 
listen. It is a riddle. 

I seek my Father's face, 
T is one I ne'er have seen ; 

My home is in a place 
Where I have never been. 

They are taking in the topsail. 

Con. And yet there is no wind. Wherefore is 
the sea so swollen ? 

Meme. We shall have the wind by and bye. 
At Tarentum are yellow sands. We had a cot- 
tage near the sea, with a vine curling over it. On 
such evenings as this my mother would sit at the 
window, and look anxiously for my father's boat. 
It was just such a night when he was drowned. 
The sea rocked and swelled an hour before the 
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wind came, as though shaken in its bed by some 
earthquake ; when it came, it tore the vine down 
flat as a net spread to dry on the beach. My 
father was drowned, my mother died — they knew 
not Christ. Will He hear my prayers for them ? 
I know not, but prayer can do no harm to living 
or dead. Remember Christ — ever remember 
Him! 

Con. Dost thou pray for me ? 

Meme. Oh, ever, ever ! How could I love and 
not pray for thee ? 

Con. Why dost thou look so afraid? — thy 
childish remembrances of these seas trouble thy 
mind too much. 

Meme. There is danger, dear mistress, but not 
for me. I heard the master ask the steersman 
just now on which side of their course lay the 
rock called Sphinx, who answered with a troubled 
face, but said nothing certain. 

Con. Little child of a drowned fisherman, what 
charm hast thou against storm and shipwreck, 
that there should be danger here, and yet not for 
thee ? It thundered ! — Ha ! 

Meme. mistress, in Christ there are no 
charms, but a fixed and unshaken hope. It may 
be I shall leave my body to these waters and the 
fish therein, but the spirit-part of me will go to 
Christ, and sleep peacefully till the sea shall give 
up its dead. 
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Con. Is this thy hope ? Then what is thy fear ? 

Meme. For thee, O mistress. 

Con. May there be no hope for me ? 

Meme. Oh, if thou wilt believe, there may be 
all the hope which is mine. Thou hast not be- 
lieved. Remember thy sins. Christ will not 
pardon them except thou believe on Him. Thou 
mightest long since have believed. Now danger 
comes; perchance death — see how near that 
lightning seems — and with sins unforgiven thou 
wilt meet Christ. If thou die this night — oh, 
I cannot but love thee, beloved mistress. Re- 
member thy soul ; remember thy sins ; remember 
Christ the Judge. 

Con. If Minos were judge, as fables say, me- 
thinks I might hope to be acquitted; — for by the 
wicked only was his tribunal to be feared. To 
whom have I been wicked? 

Meme. To none but God. 

Con. Of what will God condemn me ? 

Meme. Whoso believeth not is condemned al- 
ready. Thou mightest have died in peace if 
Christ had never come. God will condemn Mem- 
mius and thee together; him for pride and vio- 
lence, and thee for loving such an one best. For 
me — I know Whom I have believed ; I know 
that my Redeemer liveth, and my life is hid in 
Him. My life is lent me here ; but when present 
with the Lord, it will be fully mine. Lady, thy 
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hopes end where mine begin. Remember thy 
last end! 

Con. The sea grows wilder, yet thy words, if 
true, are more fearful than the sea. 

Meme. They are not mine, lady ; but we know 
them true: yea, heaven and earth shall pass 
away, but these words shall not pass away. 
They teach thee now, hereafter they will judge 
thee. Remember death, judgment, heaven, and 
hell. 

Con. Was that a shriek? Mine ears are full 
of strange sounds. Again ! Surely it is the 
nurse calling. Inquire if my father be awake. 

Meme. The rolling of the ship hath roused 
him, he wisheth much to see thee. 

Con. Why did she leave him? Bid her go 
down again instantly; — I will follow. my 
poor father! how sad a night is this for thee! Oh, 
why did we set out on this terrible sea? Me- 
mento, what sudden darkness is this ? I cannot 
see the mast. 

Meme. lady, I know not. Dear mistress, let 
me hold thee as thou movest, for the vessel rolls 
and labours. 

Con. Why, there is a stench — loathsome and 
sulphurous ! The air is close and heavy. gods 
above us ! what was that ? God, have mercy ! 
The ship is in the thunder-cloud. 

Meme. The lightning has struck the yard ! 

I 
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Con. Oh, help, help ! What I must we die ? 
Where art thou, Memento ? 

Meme. I kneel beside thee. Dost thou not see 



me now 



? 



Con. I see by the light of flames. Up and 
help ! I must go to my father 1 

Meme. I help most by praying. Oh, pray thou 
to Christ with me. 

Con. God ! Christ ! whatever thou art, 
Gods of the winds and of the sea, we call for 
help ! We burn 1 The flames gain ! None 
hear! 

Meme. The fire roars above the waves. Lord, 
Thou art a place to hide us in ; oh, let her not die, 
for fear of fire eternal. 

Con. I feel the glow! Whither shall we fly 
betwixt wave and flame ? help, help ! Ah, 
none hear. Is this to be death ? Help, God ! 
No, there is no help — no hope ! My father is 
dying below, and I — oh, horrible ! Oh, I cannot 
die ! — I cannot die ! 



Meme. What wild cry was that ? O mistress ! 
art thou there ? beloved mistress ! I beseech 
thee speak if thou art alive. There is no sound 
of voice — nothing but the howling fury of the 

storm. lady Lord, have mercy on her if 

she be gone ! Then must I think of myself. 
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Lord, receive my spirit, if such another wave 
should come! It may be fear hath struck her 
dumb. I cannot see whether she be still on deck, 
the darkness is such. Lord, who sittest above 
the water flood, save us ! mistress, beloved 
mistress ! let me hear thy dear voice ! What 1 no 
answer? Then she is surely dead. Oh, her soul 

— her soul ! I fear to think Would that I 

had died, and she had lived ! God's will be done ! 
Amen. 

Con. Memento ! 

Meme. I thank God ! — the Lord be praised ! 
dear mistress, I thank God thou livest ! 

Con. Oh ! that awful wave ! 

Meme. It was God who sent it, deluging the 
ship ; it hath quenched the fire. 

Con. I know not — see the sparks. 

Meme. 'Tis the sail — mere tinder; see, they 
blow away. It is fearful — yet have we one peril 
less. 

Con. I feel as one alive from death. 

Meme. Thou didst not speak — my fear for 
thee was an agony. 

Con. We live, thank God ! 

Meme. I thank God in Christ that I hear thy 
dear voice. 

Con. That fearful shriek !— didst thou hear it ? 

Meme. I thank God, it was not from thee! 
Some of the crew must have perished. It was 
dreadful — a wild cry of men hoping nothing! 
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Why, I hold thy hand, and it is icy-cold. dear 
lady ! — beloved lady ! — thank God thou livest ! 

Con. I heard thee, dear child, mute with fear 
myself. Thank God! 

Meme. Wilt thou not name Christ now ? 

Con. I would, if He would hear me. O my 
poor father ! — if I could but see thee. 

Meme. Stir not, dear lady. Hold fast by these 
rings — fast, for life's sake ! — aye, eternal life ! — 
who knoweth ? Only believe. 

Con. It is mockery to believe through fear. 
Oh, I tremble in darkness. What makes thee 
fearless ? 

Meme. Only faith. Yet I fear. 

Con. Thou seemest fearless. Ha ! 

Meme. Another wave, but less huge. 

Both together. Art thou safe ? 

Con. Oh, yes. Pray — pray for me and all. 

Meme. Hush ! I pray. 

Con. my poor father ! pray for him — for him, 
Memento, 

Meme. I pray for thee, for him, for all ! 

Con. Will Christ hear me? Oh, wretched 
me ! I cannot live through this. We must die ! 

Meme. Doubt not, only pray. Remember 
Christ. He who saved from fire can save from 
storm. Remember Him ! 
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Part IV. 

THE SHORE OF THE HARBOUR. 

Memmius. 

A Sea-Captain. 

A Mule-Driver. 

Memmius. So the Osiris is safe in port. And 
the passengers — where are they ? 

Sea-Captain. Ashore. 

Mem. All safe ? 

Sea-Capt. Save one. 

Mem. One — whom? 

Sea-Capt. The old man. 

Mem. What of him ? 

Sea-Capt. At Syracuse, 

Mem. Wherefore left ? I thought his daughter 
would never endure to leave him ? 

Sea-Capt. He left her. 

Mem. How? speak more at length. Thou 
snippest off news as a housewife shreddeth leeks. 

Sea-Capt. He died. 

Mem. Ha ! fatigue and sickness were too 
much; he was old, too. Ye touched then at 
Syracuse to bury him ? 

Sea-Capt. We touched to repair damage, but 
he was buried there. 

* Mem. The lady, his daughter — whither went 
she on landing ? 
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Sea-Capt. Here in my cap is a scrap of parch- 
ment — read. 

Mem. Give it me. u The house of Byrrho, a 
publican, in the street near the arsenal." What ! 
thy head is shaven ? 

Sea-Capt. To Neptune and the Dioscuri.* 

Mem. Thou hast had danger then ? How long 
since thou wast in port ? 

Sea-Capt Four days. 

Mem. Having sailed fourteen days before me, 
and in a lighter ship ? 

Sea-Capt We were light enough on coming to 
port. 

Mem. How meanest thou ? 

Sea-Capt. Touched from heaven. Mast and 
all gone. Six men swept away. 

Mem. I thank the gods thou art here at all. 
But, Constantia, I will find out thee. Knowest 
thou this Byrrho, a publican, in the street near 
the arsenal ? Who cometh ? 

Sea-Capt. I know not the town. A mule- 
driver this. I cannot stay. 

Mem. Go thy ways. A mule-driver f yea, with 
packs — this fellow should know the town. — What 
of this house, Byrrho's house, near the arsenal, 
knowest thou aught ? 

Mule- Driver. I know it, sir; or rather I knew 
it two days since. Buy a mule, sir f Safe mule 
this, sir, desert-bred — bought only two days since ; 
* See Note 8. . 
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Byrrho's mule, his favourite mule. House gone, 
but behold his beast! named Libs, safe as a 
tortoise, lively as a grasshopper 1 

Mem. Fellow, I would have news, not beasts. 
How sayest thou ? — thou knowest the house, but 
it is gone ? 

Mule-Driv. Not a brick left. Buy Dagon, sir ? 
a staunch beast for a pack — see what a neck for 
draught ! Buy Samphor, from a Greek dam. 

Mem. Stay thy peddling tongue. Here are 
drachmae. Now listen and answer — where is 
Byrrho's house ? 

Mule-Driv. In the sea. 

Mem. By the sea, thou wouldest say. 

Mule-Driv. Nay, sir, in the sea, say I. 

Mem. Thou art oracular. Unfold thy meaning, 
friend ! 

Mule-Driv. Briefly thus, sir, this same Byrrho 
hath earned the hatred of the people. 

Mem. Why, when did a mob love the publican ? 
He had oversqueezed. 

Mule-Driv. By no means; he was singularly 
just, being a Christian, who make it a religion 
not to rob. He was the justest man in the pro- 
vince. He was bountiful withal. Justice is a dry 
bone, bounty is the meat thereon. Ah, woe's 
me ! he would give me a silver coin over in 
reckoning for a carriage— often, often ! Ah ! I 
have lost a worthy chapman, an old comrade, 
too — he was one of us once — but we were loose 
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when he was fast. Our money went like the 
pearls of Cleopatra — it melted away in wine. He 
was frugal and sober, and first became a publican, 
and then a Christian. Oh ! if he had only been 
one and not both ! — a publican and not a Chris- 
tian, or a Christian and not a publican — I doubt 
he would not have come by this evil blow, nor 
should I have been to seek for a supper. 

Mem. Thou speakest at full gallop; let thy 
tongue keep but the pace of thy jaded beasts, and 
I shall know thy tidings soon. The people hate 
Byrrho — have they killed him ? Or, leaving 
him out of the matter, what of those who were in 
his house ? 

Mule-Driv. They fired his house and burnt him 
out. I believe he escaped much hurt, but not 
killed. So, instead of a burial, his merits have 
earned him a residence at public expense. 

Menu Strange fellow ! — what, art thou trifling 7 
I see the grin hang on thy dog-lips. Speak the 
truth quickly, or this vine-stick shall teach thee. 

Mule-Driv. I say he is lodged at public expense, 
for he is in the common prison. 

Mem. I say, tell me of those who lodged 
with him. A lady and her father — no, not her 
father — a lady and two slaves, old and young. 

Mule-Driv. I will tell thee all I know, noble 
Roman, if thou wilt listen ; but I am like a mule 
of my own team, and must jog through the stage 
in my own way. This Byrrho, being a publican, 



Digitized 



by Google 



CARTHAGE. 121 

was charged with the raising of the new taxes, 
the last burden bound on this exhausted pro- 
vince. He had to lay on the load on top, and 
apply the goad behind; and it is come to this, that 
that patient mule, the Carthaginian people, hath 
flung up its heels in his face. Thus much for 
the publican — now for the Christian. Byrrho 
said, the law was not of his making, and that by 
him his own share of the tax remained to be paid, 
as well as the whole to be collected ; and he did, 
in short, at his own cost, pay tax for a thousand 
poor men, who said they had not bread to eat # 
But then he was staunch in collecting the tax, too; 
for, saying that Caesar was his earthly master, he 
caused sundry defaulters to be sent to prison for 
example's sake. Yesterday the census reached the 
fishermen's quarter, outside the new wall. Our 
fishers are hard and rough — proper sea-urchins ! 
Byrrho, in short, would execute the law intrusted 
to him; and called on the garrison in the new 
wall to help him. The day before, news had come 
from Thysdrus,* which made the soldiers pause, 
for the province seemed likely to rise; so they 
locked the gates of the garrison, and carefully 
knew nothing of Byrrho's message for help. The 
fishermen marched in, in rude procession, at Queen 
Dido's gates, carrying a sea-god's figure in a 
boat, with their nets and rudders borne as in 
triumph, amidst shouts and cymbals clashing, 
* See Note 4. 



Digitized 



by Google 



122 DIALOGUES QF THE EA*LY CHURCH. 

and dancing, and caps waving; a rabble rolled 
round them as they went. Byrrho's house was 
fired, sacked, and razed; he would have been 
buried alive in the smoking ruins had he not 
been rescued by the poor men whose taxes he 
had paid. In the very moment of Byrrho's 
hazard, his enemies being secure of victory, these 
rushed in with stout bludgeons and rescued him ; 
forming a body-guard, flinging themselves round 
him, and skirmishing fiercely. But the fishers 
were too many to be beaten by one surprise, 
and a bloody fray would have ensued; when 
Byrrho, though his ankle was badly sprained, and 
the blood was running from his forehead, ad- 
dressed the combatants from the shoulders of 
three of his partisans, imploring that no civil 
blood might flow for him, that he had obeyed 
Maximums, as Caesar, whilst it seemed to consist 
with peace, and order, and public security ; " But 
since," said he, " the province and his very 
legionaries turn against him, for I well know 
that the neglect of my appeal for help this 
morning was advisedly done, I hereby resign my 
office. I merely crave that the lives and liberties 
of my harmless guests be not emperilled, for my 
house being large, since I am unmarried, was 
used much as a lodging-house, as you all know ; 
and beseech that I may remain a prisoner till the 
^ill of the Roman senate, and of this province, 
shall be made known, to whom, meanwhile, I 
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commend such of my accounts as may have 
escaped the flames. citizens ! I have striven 
to obey God rather than man, and my prince 
rather than a mob ; if this be a crime in the eyes 
of the Carthaginian people, judge ye, if it be one 
for which wounds and imprisonment, a home ra- 
vaged, and beggary instead of wealth not unjustly 
gotten, be a punishment too light/ 1 On which 
such a shout was raised that I almost thought 
they would have let him go free altogether ; and 
had he been able to seize the moment and run, 
perhaps he might have got off. But he was 
lame, and, surrounding him, they hurried him 
away. Unhappy Byrrho! now with a sprained 
ankle and a broken head thou experiencest the 
hardships of the public gaol ! 

Mem. A long tale and not an end yet ! His 
guests, my glib-tongued friend, what of his 
guests — the lady I spake of? 

Mule-Driv. Anon, sir ; this Byrrho was a 
Christian, and in this city are some who, though 
those of that way enjoy now for some fifteen 
years the protection, or the connivance, of the 
magistrates, yet are shrewd in suborning the voice 
of our populace Against them ; so presently, after 
Byrrho had disappeared, and the mob, as being 
idle, were wavering between good-nature and mis- 
chief, and were amusing themselves by dragging 
in their nets the last few bricks of Byrrho's house, 
and throwing them into the sea, a cry was heard 
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of "Death to the Christians! — Down with the 
Christians !" which was presently taken up and 
bellowed and hooted by thousands ; the long row 
of punt poles and oars, and net sticks and cudgels, 
which were sloping different ways, like spikes of 
barley, stood suddenly stiff and erect, and the line 
was in motion with more mischief in their eyes. 
In half an hour many a house was blazing in 
many parts of the city, and not Christians only 
have suffered — for why? the blaze of a Christian's 
house will reach to that of a worshipper of what* 
soever gods who lives next door. 

Mem. But the lady, thou babbling fool — the 
lady ! Quick, if thou hast aught ; if thou hast 
not, it wilt go hard but I break thy head for 
cajoling me with false hopes of news. 

Mule-Driv* Briefly then, sir, all the guests of 
Byrrho who were Christians were seized, ill- 
treated, and either imprisoned or left for dead; 
the rest were permitted to depart wherever they 
could find a refuge. But let us deal — thou must 
need a mule ? 

Mem. No, fool, no! Constantia safe, then, 
but where? This Byrrho, if alive, may know. 
I will to the prison. There are drachmae for thy 
tale — would it had been shorter in the telling! 
But thou art used to drawl thy prose at the 
watch-fire side, and make a tale last a night, 

Mule-Driv. Thou wouldest have winged words, 
air, from a driver of mules. By Mercury ! thou 



Digitized 



by Google 



CARTHAGE. 125 

art liberal as Byrrho himself! May the gods 
reward thee better than the God of the Christians 
hath rewarded Byrrho ! 

Mem. Ere thou goest, point my road to the 
prison. 

Mule-Driv. They have chosen the dock-pit 
dungeon for the Christians. It stands close to 
the docks, of which it was once a part ; but being 
useless for shipping, nor worth repairs, they 
pumped the water out, and vaulted it in. Few 
come out from thence, but those who come tell 
fearful tales. There is the deep dungeon of all, 
where the old dock was dug deeper for the ships of 
greater burden, — always dark and never dry, it is 
said to be. And the sides being rotten, so that it 
was unfit for ships, of course in any rough weather, 
as lately, the sea oozes through over the whole. 
The lady thou didst name is not a Christian? 
— Ho ! he is gone, I talk to my mule — a much 
more sensible beast than that same Roman, who 
has a hard word ready for everything — but then 
a coin, too. 

Mem. {alone.) I almost lost thee at sea, and 
now I go to seek news of thee in a prison ! I 
am to command a wing of horse, and when thou 

art found, and the revolt has succeeded Bah ! 

freedom is a good thing, yet it is not for that 
alone I would devote myself. Am I still the 
man who cared for nought but a cloak, and a 
book and a friend ? This Byrrho is a better Stoic 



Digitized 



by Google 



126 DIALOGUES OF THE EARLY CBURCH, 

than I, though a Christian, to stand sternly in 
his duty against the mob. When Constantia is 
found I will see to his freedom — if the mob set 
him not free first by Charon's gate.* 



Pakt V. 

Memmius. 

A Roman Soldier (Keeper of the Prison). 

His Boy. 

Constantia. 

Memento. 

Byrrho [a Christian Prisoner). 

Cjscilius (a Deacon and a Prisoner). 

Memmius. A torch, then, quick! What, I 
say ! I am ankle-deep in mire ! I cannot see the 
length of this stick ! 

Keeper. Thou wilt be deeper, if without a 
guide in the dark, except thou stay. If thou 
hast a torch, thou must pay ; thou canst scarce 
walk without a plank since yesterday's tide, 
and for a plank thou must pay ; this boy must 
guide thee, lest thou corrupt the prisoners or plot 
crimes ; and for thy guide thou must pay. 

Mem. Thou sordid cur ! who set thee here to be 
the Cerberus. of these infernal shades f There is 

* See Note 5. 
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a half-stater for thee ; and were it possible, I would 
wish thee a worse prison than this, and a worse 
gaoler than thyself. Quick, I say ! — On, boy, on I 

Keeper, Thou mayest rail, having paid ; would 
I had thee for a prisoner, thou shouldest pay in 
other coin I Whom seekest thou to see ? 

Mem. Byrrho, the publican, whose house was 
torn down — thou knowest. 

Keeper. I know nought save that here I have 
one Byrrho bound in the pit. 

Mem. Grievously wounded f 

Keeper. There are some rubs about him. The 
fishers have rough hands. 

Mem. 'Tis with him I would speak. 

Keeper. The key, boy. The ladder lies locked 
to the wall on the farther side. Hast thou laid 
the planks ? 

Mem. Ladder ! what need of that ? 

Keeper. The hole is ten feet down, the last foot 
water, then mud. Hook the ladder to the side, 
boy ; if the foot sink in the mud, 'twill stick there. 

Mem. Lead on — quick ! 

Boy. Follow along the plank. 

Mem. Is yonder a group of human forms so 
thick together where our torchlight falls? 

Boy. They have got part of the carcase of an 
old boat to avoid the mire. 

Mem. And — I can scarce see, but — is that a 
man asleep in the mud ? 

Boy. He hath propped himself on a rusty 
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fragment of an Anchor. Here is the wall and the 
ladder. The lock is vilely rusty; take the torch, 
whilst I seek for some oil. 

Mem. Ha ! 'tis clogged with the damp of this 
dreary cave, and rarely used; but by it Byrrho 
must have descended thither. No, they let him 
drop by a rope, or perchance thrust him head- 
long in. How little hath philosophy done for the 
world ! — little, indeed, when men are placed here 
by the hands of men. What struck my foot 
against — an earthen vessel? Why did it not 
sound ? How, sealed up ? — let me see. Ha ! 

filled with lead and what's here? — bones? 

Why, 'tis an entire skeleton, half buried in the 
mud ! Ho, boy ! art thou there ? 

Boy. Here, sir. 

Mem. What is this pot of lead, and whose bones ? 

Boy. Ah, thou hast found "the oldest prisoner/' 

Mem. What meanest thou? — these are the 
bones of some one dead. 

Boy. He was a rich, childless man, having 
made much wealth as a Cyprian merchant, who, 
after he had baffled for some time the legacy- 
hunters, turned Christian. Wondering greatly, 
they soon envied more; for the heir-at-law 
snatched the chance, and informing against him, 
took all the property. He took refuge on board a 
merchant-vessel then in dock, but being pursued, 
the ship-master, who had before gained much 
lucre by the Cypriot's freights, gained this lastly, 
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that he betj&yed him to the trackers, under a 
large bribed iroin «the heir, to whom his death 
was the best title to the property. They chained 
this keg of lead round his neck — see a few 
deeply-rusted links still, though it hath broken 
from the bones which now lie close beside it, — 
and so threw him overboard. We call him " the 
oldest prisoner," for that he hath been here the 
longest. I have turned the lock at last. Ho ! 
off the ladder, women ; its use is not to provide a 
seat for you. 

Mem. What! — are there women, too, here? 
How horrible in this den of wretchedness and 
nhame ! I will speak to them. The torch, boy; 
quick, I say ; I will — why, 't is almost a child ! 
What! Heaven and the Shades — Memento? 
Yes, 't is she ! Where is thy mistress ? 

Meme. Behold her there with her face hidden 
in her pallium ! 

Mem. How ? — here ? Never — they durst not ! 
Little snake, thou liest ! This is some impostor 
who will not show her face. If thou art Con- 
stantia, speak ! She dares not. I will unwrap 
these folds. My ring — my iron ring ! O Jove ! 
— Constantia! Enough! then let thy face be 
veiled. 

Meme. O sir, she has swooned ! Unwrap, 
quickly. 

Mem. Do thou — thou ! I will watch as each 
feature rises before my eyes. Ha ! — now I re- 

K 



Digitized 



by Google 



130 DIALOGUES OF THE EAM.T CHTOCH. 

cognise all— all my misery. Didst thou 'scape 
wreck and lightning-blast for this? 

Heme. Towards the doorway, if thou canst, 
sir; there may be air, perhaps a little water. 

Mem. Back, boy; lead us back. Leave this — 
the door, I say, — the door. 

Bay. I am bidden to bring you to the pit, and 
put the ladder down, and show you Byrrho. I 
must do it, or I shall get blows. 

Mem. There is one for thee— so! Take the 
torch, child, and lead on. 

Meme. O sir, is this a time for violence ? 
Mem. Let him lie — hath he fallen in the pit ? 
No. Lead forward towards the watch. I see the 
doorway glimmer. 

Keeper. Ye are soon back. 
Mem. Some water — quick ! 
Keep. Look to the door ! — this may be a pre- 
text to screen a rescue. Dost thou ask for fresh 
water? 

Mem. Brute — wretch! look on this face! I 
say, water — fresh water. Delay is murder. 
Keep. It is a drachma the sextarius. 
Mem. Quick! quick — agreed! Who looked 
for a gift from thee ? She stirs, — her features 
move, hold up the torch. Unfasten her hair-pin. 
A prison for thee, my Constantia — for thee ? — On 
the temples, child, — sprinkle more; — and of all 
prisons, this loathsome hole! Vengeance I by 
this ring I swear it ! How came ye here ? 
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Meme. The rabble drove us in like sheep. We 
were seized as Christians. sir, vengeance is 
God's ! 

Mem. How ? They durst not punish the mis- 
tress for the slave. Her eyelids heave— her hand 
is outstretched. Speak; oh, if shame and sor- 
row have not struck thee dumb ! Knowest thou 
where thou art, and whose hand thou claspest ? 

Con. I am in the arms of Memmius. Is it not 
thou? 

Mem. Know by that token thou shalt soon be 
free. ■ « 

Con. I had never thought to see thee again. — 
Is it better to have seen thee? A new pain 
awakes within me now, from which even this 
dungeon was a place of respite hitherto. 

Mem. Sorrow stings with new smart when 
those we love first know our misery. But rejoice, 
in that I only know it to relieve it straightway. I 
am come to disprove false witness, and to reclaim 
thee to liberty. They who dared call thee Christian 
shall repent of their calumny. What ! keeper, I 
say, knowest thou whom thou holdest in this vile 
pit under suborned charges ? Be warned by me, 
and at thy peril set her free ; and even when set 
free, if thou escape for having well-nigh mur- 
dered a lady of the noblest blood in Rome, and 
that through adopting a foul lie against her '> 

Con. Memmius, forbear ; one word lies as a 
load upon my breast — let me shake it forth ! I 
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am — a Christian! I will ever be! Sad, dismal, 
most cruel is this prison, but the charge which 
brought me hither is true. Ah, how painful a 
truth hath it suddenly become ! — a fiery sword 
within me ! 

Meme. The Lord hath sent it — a sword first, 
in the end peace ! 

Con. I see thy face sink into the folds of thy 
cloak, O Memmius ; I see thy brow fall and thy 
chest heave, well I know my words are to thee a 
sudden blow — a lasting smart ! Yet it may be 
healed ! What ! not a word — not one word even 
of reproach ? What shall I say to comfort thee ? 
Thou art silent — oh, I know too well the depth 
of the wound I deal ! There is but one way, and 
in that consolation is perfect, and sorrow turned 
into joy; without it utter loss, irreparable loss. 
Love Christ, and thou canst never lose. Oh, 
be not thus petrified — stand not amazed in 
woe 

Mem. I dream — is this a dungeon — have I 
crossed the sea ? Yea, I will speak that I may 
know my own voice. No, no, it is my ears that 
falsify; who said Constantia was a Christian? 

Con. She herself, 

Mem. Say, I heard thee wrong. It could not 

be — it can never be. No ! Why, art thou not 

my beloved, my betrothed ? Look up with hope, 

nx thine eye on mine and speak from thy 

dee P soul, and say 
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Con. I am a Christian ! Why, oh, why is it 
a harder trial to affirm this to thee, whom I love 
so well, than to the populace, mad for our blood ? 
Yet so it is : but I can say it ; I will not deny it, 
not even to thee. The very words give me 
strength as I utter them ; oh, I must confess, I 
must confess — Memmius, I am a Christian ! 

Mem. Let me be calm — a few moments — 
though my brain seems iEtnean lava within me as 
I speak. Hark! — listen! Thou dost not love 
me, then ? It is all past ! I will be a Stoic 
again — if I can ; ah, if I can ! I will not weaken 
myself with the thought of all which might have 
been. Our threads of life will interweave no 
more ! — how many a strain and shock might both 
have borne safely in mutual strength. Nay, nay, 
I will not mourn. My hope was an opinion — it 
is false — enough! I will content myself, re- 
nounced by thee, to be alone. Is not one soul 
enough for one body ? Yea, too much, perchance, 
as the wise man well knows ! When that shall 
prove so, 'twill be easy to separate the twain. 
Constantia, my soul and body will part with a less 
pang than thou and I. Had I a span's length of 
steel, I would, methinks, in the lesser shun the 
greater pang even now. 

Con. Oh, thy words are worse to me than 
death, than dungeon, than separation. I cannot 
bear it. Oh, I cannot ! 

Mem. I say thou must j we shall both have 
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worse to bear than words. Take this stone for 
thy pillow — that man is made to bear; it was 
mine before I knew thee. I will be such as I 
was then — but no, I will be firm and solitary ; I 
will stand apart from all and inaccessible, as 
stands the rock of Gades* in the sea. 

Con. Oh, will God help me ? Oh, will Christ 
help me ? 

Meme. He will help ! 

Mem. He will not help ! There is no help — 
endure. 

Con. I cannot. 

Mem. Yield then. 

Con. Yield what, and to whom? Oh, show 
me — show me but a way. 

Mem. Yield thy soul from superstition — yield 
thy heart once more to me. Constantia, I am at 
thy side again. Sea, fire, and dungeon, have 
parted us too long. Oh, is it not mine arm 
around thee now? What is this dire supersti- 
tion ? I scarce know, save that all whom we once 
loved, and for whom we lived, are by it renounced 
for the sake of one dead. Is this so ? Say, hast 
thou renounced me ? Canst thou renounce me ? 
It cannot be : then thou art no Christian. Thou 
art trembling— enough, thou needest not to stand ; 
is it not Memmius whose knee supports thee ? 
Thy brow is damp as the dungeon wall. What ! 
thy heart is throbbing as when on the beach at 
* See Note 6. 
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Troas it beat a farewell against mine. No, it 
cannot be ; not a Christian, but my betrothed — 
mine ! There thou didst forgive and love me 
once and for all. Thou hast me now, — say thou 
art not a Christian, and these doors fly open and 
this foul pit shall yield its prey, and 

Con. I know it ; — no, no, thou shalt not pre- 
vail ! But oh, forbear to tempt ! What am I 
saying ? I grow dizzy — thy hand, Memento. 

Mem. Take mine — it wears thy bracelet, 
bound there by thine own ; it was raised for thee 

when 

, Con. Oh, that I were dead — even dead ! How 
I feared death once ! But now — oh, that I could 
die ! Will not Christ help me even thus ? 

Mem. He will not help; thou mockest thy- 
self. Behold, thou criest to the dead for help who 
cannot hear 

Meme. Blasphemer ! God rebuke thee ! 

Mem. And thou art deaf to the words of 

him who liveth to claim thy love. 

Con. Tempt me no more. Was this the form 
of trial, O God — the fearful, powerful form of 
plighted love? Oh, by that love, I implore 
thee, Memmius 

Mem. I have, or quickly shall have, a sword, 
an army; — both, all, are thine, as I am. Oh, 
speak, — speak the one word, and come ! There 
can be no danger felt by either so one risk is 
shared by both. 
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Con. It is not shared, Memmius; it cannot be. 
I dread the second death, — the second death of 
which thou knowest not. Oh, learn — yet learn 
thy life's price. 

Mem. The far southern desert hath many a 
deep oasis : let us go— well, I will learn of thee, 
beloved one, and from no other lips ; thou shalt 
teach me all thou wilt ; thy God shall watch over 
us both. Only come ; the first step is half the 
way. My horse await me, — come: I wait the 
signal from thee ! 

Con. Oh, fear and pain ! oh, love and hope ! 
whither shall I turn ? Shorten the time ; Lord, 
seal up my lips, hold firm my heart ! Christ, 
now give me strength ! Memento, speak; speak ! 
God, for one word of comfort — oh ! 

Meme. Fear not death — the first death — the 
body's death 1 Remember the second death — the 
soul's death — the death that is immortal — the 
death that hath no grave ! There are two births, 
two lives, two deaths; but one only death for 
Christians, and that all hope! On us the se- 
cond death hath no power. Remember this 
song,— 

In our first birth 

We were born of the earth, 

By our second was given 

The birthright of heaven ; 

And our first life 

Shall be sore with earth's strife, 
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Our second all rest 

Through that anguish more blest ; 

The first death Christ bare, 

Take we, too, our share ! 

But the second, through grace, 

In us hath no place ! 

Mem. Constantia, I see it all, I see it now ! 
This little basilisk hath imbued thy soul with 
subtle poison. Small reptiles are deadly when 
pressed to the bosom ; why, thou hast nursed her 
there ! Ah, this bitter hour ! Too late — too 
late ! Why did I not sail with thee ? Oh, to 
borrow madness of a slave — of a half-witted 
child ! Has truth turned false ? What am I 
saying? I would fain believe that terrors and 
troubles, thy father's sudden death, the shocks 
and insults, the fire and ruin, and the deep 
misery of this execrable place, have shaken thy 
mind from its seat. Thou shakest thy head. 

I cannot think . gods, am I myself ? Is 

it I who rave ? It cannot all be true. One of 
us twain is mad, Constantia ; let me hold up my 
torch to thy face, and see if madness be there. 
Look on me, thou didst look on me once. 

Con. Oh, spare me, Memmius. 

Mem. It is the same sweet face, worn thin 
with misery; these are the eyes which I saw filled 
deep with moonlight on the beach at Troas — all 
hollow now. Ah, they are hidden in quivering 
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hands and loose drooping hair; and that iron 
ring upon thy bosom is shaken by the sobs 
beneath — then by all this, I know that thou dost 
love me still ! 

Con. Oh, my soul is a dark torrent — is not 
this enough ? Can I bid thee depart ? Oh, go — 
go ! Leave me to God to suffer or to die. 

Mem. (I will humour her ; this paroxysm must 
needs pass.) I am going, beloved one. I obey 
thee ; — had I not thy command before ? Hush ! 
I will come back and free thee. Remember — 
dost thou not? — mine errand on these shores. 
It was thou who didst urge Memmius to save 
mankind — to strike for their rescue. They will 
be nearer freedom when I am gone — enough, I 
go to my duty ! 

Con. Another fiery arrow in my bosom ! Yes, 
I bade thee to the world's service that I might 
share the sordid crown. Oh, it might have been 
well in thee to dare had it not been at my bid- 
ding. Alas, I loved the world for thy sake, 
Memmius; I have given it up for the sake of 
Christ. I exhorted thee to dare all for fame. 1 
built up thy praises in my heart. God, that I 
might die ! 

Mem. What thou didst think or say of me 
I will not disgrace. No, thou shalt not die, but 
live to see it. Legions and provinces shall wel- 
come us; they shall know by whose counsel 
Memmius led the first to victory, and the other to 
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freedom — even by thine ! They must conquer 
who have mankind on their side; they cannot 
but be happy who make mankind grateful to 
them. Wilt thou spurn all this ? — and for what ? 
for a dream of dotage which the very Jews 
despise. So be it, then, if thou wilt; sit here 
and pine, and expect death by slow delays, 
amidst darkness and fear, and drive me forth 
alone to take a stone for my pillow, and live in 
vain ! 

Con. I seem wanting in mind. Something 
seems to have weakened and given way with me. 
Oh, I am in dreadful darkness. All seems torn 
up and tossed before a tempest. Oh, could it 
have been worse with me had I died indeed on 
board that sad ship ? Since then how full the 
truth seemed set before my soul! Oh, often 
have I thanked God who spared me then, and 
now — now would not death have been better ? 

Mem. Thou wast wrought upon by fear of 
sudden death, and the words of this crazy little 
fanatic, to embrace these things as true. Say, was 
not thy persuasion of Christianity wrought in 
thee by fear and sudden safety ? 

Con. I thought Christ had saved me after I 
had despised Him long, I thought I must now 
love Him for evermore ; but now, where are these 
thoughts gone ? The way is doubtful and slippery 
in which before I seemed to tread so firmly. Oh, 
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I know nothing, I feel sure of nothing, save that 
— that, Memmius, I love thee. 

Meme. mistress, beware of thy soul. 

Con. I am in doubt, girl ; I toss and tremble. 
Oh, say something of comfort ; tell me how these 
things may seem clear — clear as once I saw them. 
Oh, I am fearfully cold. Memmius, my limbs 
quake under me — thy hand, Memento ; support 
me, child. I am too weak for more. 

Mem. Nay, thou shalt lean on no arm but mine. 
Thou art ill, the wonder is thou art not dead. 

Con. I am very faint, but heed it not — shall I 
die, I wonder f 

Meme. sir, canst thou persuade the keeper 
to have some pity ? 

Mem. Persuade him ? There is but one mode 
of persuasion — yes, there are two by which such 
men are wrought with : the first is force — I am 
unarmed, save this staff, and alone as yet, but 
soon 

Meme. Oh, speak not of force, sir — my sweet 
lady droops. 

Mem. Money is the only other rhetoric; yet 
he will not dare set ye free even for that. What 
can I do ? — is it medicine ? 

Meme. Sir, it is only food; none here have 
eaten since yesterday. 

Mem. I knew not of this. I would not have 
believed it. Are these men thus merciless? 
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Why was I not told ? Here, child, are drachmae; 
lose no time — see what the keeper hath. 

Meme. sir, there was no time to tell of 
fleshly wants, so much greater was the agony 
of the mind. Nevertheless I go; beloved 
mistress, pray — thou art in danger, pray; God 
can help. He is near — remember he is near, 
and hold fast — hold fast ! 

Mem. She is gone awhile. Oh, was such a 
guide worthy of thy trust ? Are such turbulent 
seasons as these times in which to take up new 
thoughts, and cast off old friends ? Thou hast 
erred, because not truth, but fear, led thee to this 
persuasion. 

Con. I cannot argue; what seemed strong is 
weak — my hope has slipped away. 

Mem. When set free from this vile prison, my 
beloved; when Memmius has triumphed for man- 
kind, and graced his triumph with one smile of 
thine, and when the peace of the world has been 
sealed in the blood of its tyrant, then we shall 
have a calm and leisurely consideration of these 
things — of all of them. If it be true, thou shalt 
embrace it then ; and I, thinkest thou I despise truth 
wherever found f So, we will sift these questions 
— we will give our souls to them, Constantia. 
Together we will then win truth ; meanwhile, let 
us win other things, and first thy liberty. Thou 
wilt not use prejudice, wilt thou ? The mind, 
till free, cannot judge; the mind, under fear, is 
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not free ; thou hast caught up an opinion in terror, 
and nursed it at the lips of a moon-struck 
slave ! 

Con. Oh, how weak I seem to have heen ! 
How easy it is to be persuaded by those we love ! 
I know not, but I did esteem these things true, 
though taken up in fear. 

Mem. Enough ; she will soon return bringing 
some refreshments; repair thy wasted strength 
therewith; meanwhile I will not wait, I go at 
once to demand thy liberation, as being confined 
on a false charge. That ring upon thy neck is 
the pledge of thy safety ; I will redeem it — I will 
vindicate thee to liberty. Trust the faith and 
right hand of a Roman. Farewell ! think of our 
love and thy freedom ! 

Con. Go, go ! God ! what have I done ? — 
what have I said ? Farewell ! 

Meme. Lady, dear lady, where art thou ? There 
is good news. Is the Roman gone ? Where art 
thou? Thy poor Memento seeks thee — would 
comfort thee. Oh, speak I 

Con. I have no words. 

Meme. Thou art again wrapped in thy pallium. 
What new grief hath found thee ? Is he gone ? 
Then is thy great peril past. I almost feared he 
would persuade thee to deny Christ, that by being 
free in the body thou mightest return to slavery 
of the soul. 

Con. Again a new agony sets in upon me 
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Was it for this I quailed — for this I gave my 
sad consent ? God, that I had stood fast ! 

Meme. Wherein? 

Con. In the way in which I was. 

Meme. Christ will cheer thee, however hard the 
way. He upholdeth all who suffer for Him — all 
who take shame patiently. Our tribulations are 
His ; He is with us in them, while we confess to 
Him. 

Con. I have denied Him. 

Meme. Oh, may it never be — may He keep 
thee from so great a sin ! 

Con. I have fallen — I have fallen ! It is so, 
weep not. I fed as if something horrible was 
within me and around. I have denied ! 

Meme. The Lord ? 

Con. I agreed to call it all false. 

Meme. Meaning the faith of Christ ? 

Con. Even so. All lost am I ! 

Meme. saddest fall — a fall in the season 
when the Lord's mercy was breaking forth upon 
Us! 

Con. How ? what mercy for me ? 

Meme. Thou dost not ask for the food which I 
was sent to buy ? 

Con. I am not faint nor weary now. 

Meme. Thou lookest even worse. Oh, how 
sad thou lookest ! 

Con. I have lost hope, and feel near death. 
Dost thou comprehend ? 
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Meme. "We will all pray for thee. Oh, why 
did I leave thy side ? The voice of the little slave 
might have pleaded with thee for thy own soul 
against the subtle words of the Roman. 

Con. It was the will of God. I have fallen ! 

Meme. It was His will to try thee. He may 
raise thee up to firmer faith and better hope. 
We will all pray for the health of thy soul. Be 
not cast down below all measure of abjectness. I 
love thee, dearest mistress, thou needest love 
more than ever now. Now hear ! a blessing hath 
newly come ! We need not buy. Let us thank 
God ! Let us remember Him ! 

Con. What has arrived ? * 

Meme. God hath put it into the hearts of the 
brethren to visit us with contributions of food. 
It will soon come. The Lord is our Shepherd, we 
shall not lack. 

Con. Thinkest thou our keeper will allow such 
relief as they offer ? Being hard by nature, he is 
by office cruel. 

Meme. I fear that is true, but what is too hard 
for God ? Whilst yonder, I heard a poor prisoner 
who, in a voice weak with hunger and sorrow, 
and with an infant at her bosom, asked of the 
keeper when there might be hope of any food ? 
"Hast thou any money?" he asked in reply. 
She, however, had none. " Any jewels ? " said he. 
Upon which, having lost, she said, all else in the 
flames, she drew from her shoulder the clasp 
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which joined her pallium, which she offered to 
him. " Thou mightest have lived on this some 
days," said he, " had the stone been good ; — it is 
worthless/' Saying which, he flung it on the 
pavement, when, hearing from the sound that it 
was set in silver, he picked it up, and said it had 
been damaged by the fall, and was now only worth 
a handful of lentils and a half sextarius* of wine. 
And, " having no more, must I after this starve ?" 
said she; ",and this poor babe — is he to wither on 
my breast ?" " The people, perchance, will order 
you to be killed," said he, " before you have time 
to starve quite;" "And thou mayest throttle the 
child," he added, "to keep it from crying for want." 

Con. God, then, be their help, and death their 
refuge; but for me what refuge or what help 
is left ? 

Meme. Thy help standeth in the name of the 
Lord Jesus, for thou art penitent ; be not over- 
whelmed, but believe. As the keeper spoke thus, 
the door was beaten from without, and some men, 
who seemed to be diggers, but so disguised for fear 
of the people, by whom spies and watches are kept 
about the gates, asked admittance, with baskets of 
earth and stone, as though wherewith to repair this 
floor. When admitted, they showed the keeper 
that these materials concealed food and jars of 
wine, who, exacting one basket as a peculium for 
himself, passed the other two. — And lo ! a gleam 
* See Note 7. 

L 
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of torchlight, and I hear heavy feet splash in the 
mire. They come ! And here cometh Csecilius, 
carrying Byrrho. 

Con. But alive thinkest thou, or dead ? What 
foul stench is this ? 

Meme. It proceeds from wretched 

Byrrho ! 

Cacilius. It is the fetid mud of the pit in which 
I found Byrrho, well-nigh dead, having hardy 
speech left him. 

Byrrho. God, I thank thee ! 

Cacil. He needeth much help, hut first 
cleansing. lady, canst thou help a sorely 
wounded man ? 

Con. I will, if I may, do what I can. Ah me ! 
I have more need of help myself ! Is Byrrho 
yet alive ? Will he know me ? 

Cacil. He liveth, and there is hope he may 
still live ? Knowest thou not him ? 

Con. I knew him, alas ! but for a short two days. 
He led me somewhat in the ways which, since 

then God ! my shame is on my tongue ! 

Let us tend his bruises. 

Cacil. We shall need a bandage. 

Meme. I will tear the skirt of this my tunic. 

Con. There is no need ; take this handkerchief, 
which lay beneath my father's head when he died, 
and has since been in my bosom. My hands 
tremble — no, I cannot bind up his foot. Memento, 
try thou. 
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Cacil. Had we not better wash it first? I 
hope that our friends, having brought us wine, 
have not forgotten water, which all want most. 

Con. Go thou and see, Memento, if any water 
has been brought; if not — poor Byrrho! what 
shall we do ? 

Meme. I have still some money left by L. 
Memmius. I will go and see. 

Con. I will try my hands, though my feeble 
heart has made them too unsteady. Byrrho, had 
I had thy constancy and faith, this prison-house 
had lost its sorrows now ! He groans as I touch 
him; Byrrho, how gladly would I exchange 
my inward wound for such hurts as thine ! 

Cacil. lady, thou art deeply sad — art thou 
not one of us ? I took thee for that Roman lady 
who was in exile, having lost her father, and 
lodged in his house. 

Con. I am the same. 

Cacil. Surely, then, thou wast a hearer of the 
word, though not yet among the faithful ? 

Con. Thou speakest truly — alas, too truly ! 

Cacil. Thy grief lies deep if it may not be 
probed. Perchance thou knowest me not ? 

Con. I know thee, sir; thou art Caecilius, a 
deacon of the Church. To forget such an one 
is not easy for one whose sin remindeth her — oh, 
would to God it were ! What words were those 
which I heard thee mention in discourse, the day 
before we were brought hither, of some " who for 
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a while believe and in time of temptation fall 
away ?" Those words float uppermost now in the 
troubled pool of recollection. 

Cacil. The words were those of the Lord Him- 
self. Thou dost well to recall them. 

Con. They transfix me, sir; I would escape 
from them if I could ; but I am like the wounded 
deer of Maro* with the dart sticking in her flank. 
O Caecilius, I for awhile believed, my tempter 
came, bringing my hour of temptation, and I fell 
away. I fell — oh, what shall raise me up ? 

Cacil. What wast thou tempted to do ? 

Con. To deny that I believed, for the sake of 
the love of a man who believeth not; in order 
that escaping hence we might sir, I can- 
not utter all, but through the love of L. Mem- 
mius I have come to hate myself. 

Cacil. I will not dissemble with thee, thou 
hast sinned against the lesser light, though not 
against the greater. I will, if God permit, speak 
more with thee hereafter. Here cometh thy 
Memento bearing a vessel of water. I must 
yonder, leaving Byrrho to your care awhile. 

Meme. mistress, there is news of another 
kind. One has come to warn us of great dan- 
ger; but oh, there is none save the danger of 
going to Christ sooner ! 

Con. To Christ? what — by death ? 

Byr. Oh, friends, let us have faith; for death 
* See Note 8. 
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is the best gift the world can give, being its last 
gift too. 

Con. Oh, thanks to God — thanks to God ! I 
may yet die for Christ if this prove true. O 
Memento ! hope revives at thought of death. Tell 
us how. 

Meme. The fishers are said to be discontented 
at bad success in fishing, and to have resolved on 
a sacrifice to their gods. 

Byr. To whom we Christians are thought of 
all victims the most acceptable. 

Meme. And more ; they are forming, it is said, 
a procession, and mean to come hither and offer 
us up to Moloch, or to the Fish-god, ,as they 
think, but really a living sacrifice to Christ. 
Remember Him ! 

Con. May I never forget Him now ! 

Byr. If it be so, let us lay down our lives at 
His good pleasure willingly. But, friends, it may 
be a false rumour. Wilt thou not fasten the 
bandage, lady ? 

Con. Pardon me, Byrrho, that in joy at her 
news I left undone what I had begun for thee. I 
will, however, finish it. Christ, I would now 
be Thine. Lord, receive me ! 

Meme. We will ever worship Him. Oh, in 
danger, need, and misery, we will remember Him! 

Con. What are they doing around yonder 
torch ? Seest thou, Byrrho, a knot of men, and 
one raised as on a stage ? 
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Byr. He bends his head that I cannot see his 
face. He is praying. What ? It is Caecilius the 
deacon; I see his face now. 

Can. They raise a torch planted on a pole; — 
see, in its smoky flare aloft the thick-coated fungi 
glisten on the dismal roof. There is a dim glow 
of light on that little group; all seem to expect 
something from him. What thinkest thou ? 

Byr. I marvel if he be about to preach. Words 
like his* are the leaves of the tree of life set for 
the healing of the nations. 

Cacil. Dear brethren, fellow-prisoners for the 
word of God and the testimony of Jesus Christ, 
and all ye, if any such there be, who have not yet 
owned the faith of Him, give audience in this our 
house of bondage, for the word of God is not 
bound. And may the Holy Spirit pour into all 
hearts who hear, the grace to receive gladly this 
word of exhortation, and abide steadfastly therein. 
First, let us not forget to thank and bless Him 
for the succour brought by these our brethren, 
not ashamed of our chain, by whose help, God 
having put it into their hearts, as Elias was by the 
ravens, we are fed in our sore need. To Him be 
glory, and to them all love and thanks in Him, 
who have for our life laid down their own necks, 
and, having visited us in prison, remain to share 
our bonds ; being caught, as it were, in the snare 
of their own love, and called, it may be, through 
* See Note 9. 
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zeal of good works, to an earlier crown. Sudden, 
beloved, are the tossings of hope and fear, yet 
be ye not shaken; stand fast, brethren, in the 
Lord and in the power of His might. As is the 
aspect of our dungeon — dark all around, save a 
few faint spots of dusky light — such would our 
condition be, if Christ were not our stay. be- 
loved, the Lord is here, the gloom of this evil pit 
hideth not His presence from us, even as the foul 
stench thereof hindereth not before Him the 
sweet-smelling savour of our confession of His 
Name. The darkness and the light to Him are 
both alike, and to us also, when by holy faith 
made one with Him. Behold us here entombed 
— to expect death! Behold, to the ministry of 
brethren supplying things needful for the body, 
a sudden message of fire and sword succeedeth. 
Our Lord hereby manifests Himself standing at 
the door and knocking; yielding a respite, and 
then rousing us to bid us watch. Moreover, a 
Roman officer hath visited us, and in haste de- 
parted, boasting of carnal weapons, as one who 
would smite with the sword, and vaunting to 
some a promise of deliverance — vain except God 
fulfil it! Under His hand let us humble our- 
selves. Let the heathen smite, but let the Christ- 
ian pray. He knoweth them that are His, and 
them that are without He judgeth. It may be 
He will use the violence of man to set us free, as 
to the same violence He permitted our captivity* 
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But our only weapon is holy prayer. In that is 
our staff, in that onr sword. Pray, therefore, in 
your hearts, my brethren, that, whether ye live or 
die, ye may be the Lord's. And pray not only 
for yourselves, bat for all onr brethren praying 
for and with ns, in this sad and solemn hour, 
even though they be without these walls. We 
remain in the depths of onr prison, affording by 
the tedioosneas of onr sufferings a greater testi- 
mony to confirm and arm for battle our brethren 
without, advancing to a larger measure of reward 
by the lingering pains which we endure. Our 
prayers shall mingle before the throne with theirs 
who are afar off, in like manner as the smoke of 
distant altars uniteth in one cloud above. Bre- 
thren, we are here made the filth of the earth and 
the offscouring of all things. Behold that dim 
grating which twinkles at the end of this gloomy 
vault. Once it was the outlet of a sewer, whose 
vile refuse received by this dock, was dissipated 
by the tide. To such a place has the violence of 
our enemies preferred us. Behold, " our grave is 
in the sides of the pit;" "the earth with her 
bars is about us;" as spake the prophet, who, 
sojourning in the belly of the fish, showed before 
the Lord Christ sojourning three days in the 
heart of the earth. If the prediction of the suf- 
ferings of the Lord may describe that which has 
happened to us, let us rather rejoice as filling up 
that which remaineth of the sufferings of Christ. 
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They have set shackles, too, upon th6 feet of 
some, and hound those happy bodies — happy in 
that they are temples of God — with ignominious 
fetters ; as though with the body the spirit, too, 
could be bound, or gold could be sullied by con- 
tact of iron. To men dedicated to God, and by 
scrupulous virtue testifying their faith, these are 
not fetters but decorations ; nor do they, to your 
shame, confine your feet, but prepare for the 
glory of a crown. feet, happy in your bondage ! 
which shall be unbound by no hand of smith, but 
by the Lord Himself. feet, happy in your bond- 
age ! which in the way of salvation are set 
straight towards Paradise ! O feet, in bondage in 
this present world that in the sight of the Lord 
they may be for ever free ! feet, slow and 
heavy awhile with fetters and bars, but soon to 
run swiftly in the race of glory to Christ ! Let the 
envious or the malicious cruelty of your enemies 
keep you as long as they please in their bonds 
and chains, yet quickly from these inflictions will 
ye arrive at the kingdom of heaven. The body in 
these dock-pits reposes not on couch and cushions, 
but on the refreshment and comfort of Christ. 
The flesh lies down on the ground weary with its 
toils, but it is no punishment to lie down with 
Christ. The limbs, destitute of the bath, are 
soiled and unsightly with mire and filth, but the 
inward man is spiritually washed, which without 
these doors contracts fleshly uncleanness. Here 
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our fare is scanty ; but man liveth not by bread 
alone, but by the word of God. To some clothes 
are wanting, and they are chilled ; but whoso has 
put on Christ he is both dressed and decked 
enough and to spare. All this deformity, in hea- 
then eyes, loathsome and repulsive — with what 
splendour will it be recompensed ! The short 
infliction of this world, for the reward of an 
honour how bright and eternal will it be ex- 
changed, \rhen, according to the word of the holy 
Apostle, the Lord shall have changed our vile 
body to make it like to His glorious body ! But 
neither, dearly beloved, in the fact of our having 
no opportunity of offering and celebrating the 
holy sacrifice, can any loss of piety or faith be 
felt.* Nay, ye do celebrate and offer a sacrifice alike 
precious and glorious in the sight of God, and 
one greatly conducing to the recompense of the 
heavenly reward, since Holy Scripture speaks and 
says, " The sacrifice of God is a broken spirit, a 
broken and contrite heart, God, Thou wilt not 
despise." This sacrifice ye offer to God, — this 
sacrifice day and night ye are celebrating, being 
made a host to Him, and setting yourselves forth 
as holy and unblemished victims; even as the 
Apostle exhorts, saying, " I beseech you, therefore, 
brethren, by the mercies of God, that ye present 
your bodies a living sacrifice, holy, acceptable to 
God ; and be not conformed to this world, but be 
* See Note 10. 
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ye transformed by the renewing of your mind, 
that ye may prove what is that good and accept- 
able and perfect will of God." Fear not, then, my 
brethren, them who kill the body, and after that 
have no more that they can do. What is death 
save the setting free the soul from that prison 
wherein it groaneth being burdened? What, 
then, is this pit save a prison surrounding a pri- 
son ? Remember how the divine Scripture speaks 
of torments which consecrate the martyrs of God, 
and sanctify them by the very probation of suf- 
fering, that " although they have been punished 
in the sight of men, yet is their hope full of im- 
mortality ."* happy the prison, therefore, which 
your presence has made glorious ! happy the 
prison which shall dismiss the servants of God to 
His presence ! gloom fuller than the sun him- 
self of light, bright beyond all light of this world, 
where your bodies have been set as the temples of 
God, and dedicated by confessions made to His 
name. Let no one think of death, but of immor- 
tality ; nor of temporal suffering, but of eternal 
glory ; since it is written, " Precious in the sight of 
the Lord is the death of His saints." Do not even 
the heathen often contemn death, though they 
are hurried hence not to the promise of heaven, 
but to the torments of hell ? And do we lament, 
whose course is at once to heaven ? Let the 
Christian who thus would act consider what re- 
* See Note 11. 
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ward can he expect, who strires neither to imi- 
tate the examples of the saints, nor to possess the 
contempt shown by the heathen ? Bat to accom- 
pany Christ when He shall commence His advent 
of vengeance upon His enemies, — to stand by 
His side as He sits in judgment, — to be made 
fellow-heirs with Him, — to be made equal with 
angels, with apostles, with prophets, in the pos- 
session of the kingdom of heaven, — what per- 
secution can quell or what torments conquer 
thoughts like these? The soul based on holy 
meditations abides firm and steadfast ; the mind, 
fortified in a sure and solid faith of things to 
come against all alarms of the devil and threats of 
the world, stands fast unto the end. Our eyes are 
closed upon the persecutions of earth, but heaven 
opens ; Antichrist threatens, but immortality suc- 
ceeds; to one slain the world is lost, to one 
redeemed paradise is unfolded; the life of time is 
quenched, but in its stead comes life eternal. 
How great is the grandeur, how perfect the secu- 
rity, to depart hence in joy; to depart from the 
midst of tribulation and affliction ; to dose in a 
moment the eyes which gazed on the world and 
men therein, and to open the same fixed at once 
and for ever on God and Christ ! O happy pil- 
grimage, how sudden thy speed, that our with- 
drawal from this world should land us in the 

realms above! Hark! was that a knocking at 

the gate ? 
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Byr. I heard nothing. 

Cacti. But, brethren, beware; we may be yet 
remanded to the world, to its ensnaring pleasures, 
wholesome toils, and chastening pains. Our cup, 
perchance, hath not yet reached its dregs, nor is 
our testimony by word and deed, it may be, as 
yet completed, nor ready for the seal of blood. 
The will of God be done ! Trust not in your own 
hearts, beloved, nor murmur that your Lord de- 
layeth His coming, if it be that these glowing 
tints of glory near fade off in distance, leaving 
you still to wait. The string of life is tightly 
strained, and ye would rather, perchance, it should 
snap, than be relaxed once more. But if this be 
so, ye of little faith, the will of God be done ! 
it is in His hand to stretch and tune it as He 
will, whether He require the sharp note of suffer- 
ing, or the duller one sounding forth meek testi- 
mony and calm endurance. In your patience 
possess ye your souls ; though He tarry, wait for 

Him Hark ! surely I heard a sound of 

knocking. 

Byr. Thou art right. They shout and beat 
the doors. It is the populace : I ought to know 
their voice. 

Cacil. Is He then come, and need we not 
tarry ? Let us be found in prayer ; my brethren, 
kneel. Now, Lord, now, if it be Thy appointed 
time, add us to the number of Thy martyrs; sum- 
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mon us from this dungeon to a crown! Break 
the inner and the outer prison at one blow ! 

Meme. Amen. 

Con. Oh, is death near ? 

Byr. It seemeth even at the doors ; dost thou 
fear it, lady ? 

Con. Oh, if they will kill me as a Christian, it 
it is my best hope. Yet how strange ! when last 
I saw death face to face, how dire it was ! and 
now it seems the balm of all fear. 

Cacil. The rod and staff of God hath driven 
hence its terror. Pour now Thy Spirit forth, O 
Lord ! Give us what to speak, and what to think ! 

Byr. Hark ! they raise their chant. Their 
voices roar in volume like the sea. Hath none 
of us a hymn to answer withal ? 

Con. My little Memento was not wont to lack 
one. 

Meme. I would sing, if only 

Cacil. God accept thee : of what church is it ? 

Meme. Of the Holy Roman Church, rich in 
the blood of great apostles and of many martyrs. 
She who made it never sang it but once. She 
hath a new name and singeth a new song now. 

Con. Was it, then, made by a woman ? 

Meme. Yea ; by Faustula, a virgin and martyr. 

Con. Happy she, if she never denied her Lord. 

Byr. I hear the gates shake, as though a vast 
wave broke upon them. 
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CacU. Sing, we will add oar voices at each 
close. 
Meme. 

Hark ! the Judge is at the door, 
Bow the head — the sword hangs o'er ; 
Thou art on the Eed Sea's shore, 
Perils round thee — rest before. 

Chorus. Hark ! The Judge is at the door. 

On thy lids the last tears dry, 
Death if thou wouldest conquer — die ! 
See above thee in the sky 
Glory won of agony. 

Chorus. Glory won of agony ! 

Eest, while great things wane to small, 
Empires rushing to their fall, 
With Gods changeless eye on all ; 
Time Eternity doth call. 

Chorus. Time Eternity doth call. 

'Neath the altar swells the strain ; 
" Lord, how long?" the saints complain ; 
Hush ! for we must, too, be slain, 
Best awhile, then rise and reign! 

Chorus. Best awhile, then rise and reign. 
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Part VI. 

AN OBSCURE HUT NEAR THE SEA. 

Memmius (wounded). 
Constantly. 
Memento. 
(Lecilius. 

Mem. What? — Where am I? — Is there no 
hope left? — Where is my sword? — IsGordianus* 
down ? 

Con. Thou livest. Oh, God be thanked. Yes, 
there is hope — for thou livest still. 

Mem. Oh — Constantia ? 

Con. Thou didst not know I was with thee, 
Memmius. For two sad weary days — oh, what 
days they have been ! But I heed it not ; thy 
trance is broken into life; the fever of thy wounds 
abated. Praise God with me. 

Mem. Where am I ? — I love thee, Constantia ! 

Con. I was sure of that, and only doubted 
this, whether I should ever hear it again from 
thy lips. 

Mem. Have I been near death? Why? — Iain 
in bed ! 

Con. Thou wa3t taken up for dead. Thou 
hast not been preserved by thy love for me, nor 
* See Note 12. 
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mine for thee ; only by the mercy of God. Oh, 
Memmius, I find Him in everything now. How 
feelest thou ? 

Mem. Weak, weary, empty; a heap of ruins 
seen through a dim mist — surely I dreamt of 
that, or did I see it ? I only enjoy this thought, 
that I love thee, Constantia. 

Con. I have prayed much that thou mayest be 
led to love one worthier. He hath kept thee from 
death, my Memmius, when I knew not whether 
what I found was thy corpse. 

Mem. Found ! — where ? 

Con. On the battle-field, half buried under thy 
dead horse. 

Mem. Ha ! — I fell sorely wounded. Why, there 
was a cloud of horsemen — nomad* horsemen, 
without bridles, round me. Where am I now ? 

Con. Dearest, do I not say we thought thee 
dead ? There are bandages even now upon thy 
arm, right knee, and head. 

Mem. What ? Oh, yes, I remember. Where 
is Gordianus ? 

Con. Dead. 

Mem. And his father ? 

Con. Unhappy! He refused to survive the 
ruin of his enterprise. And knowing neither how 
to live, nor how to be deprived of life, died by 
his own hand. 

* See Note 18. 

M 
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Mem. I am sure the younger Gordianus was 
alive when my eyes were open last. I remember 
— why I am but recovering from my trance, so 
suddenly things start up, and, as it were, newly 
within me. The last thing I saw was Gordi- 
anus at a short distance, his head bare, his reins 
dropped, as though his arm having been disabled, 
with his right he had snatched a standard, and, 
waving it, was calling back the fugitives. The 
Moors beset him, and 

Con. Speak less ; thou must remember silently, 
my Memmius, not having yet strength for much 
speech. The younger Gordianus was brave in 
vain, the elder in vain wise ; they have perished, 
but thou survivest; be thankful and peaceful 
awhile. 

Mem. I woke, but now with a vague, turbid 
sense of danger, though I wist not as yet what 
was wrong. We have lost all. We are in peril, 
— our lives will be sought. Thou hast concealed 
as well as nursed me here. Thou art in danger. 
Oh, I love thee ! 

Con. Beloved, thy greatest danger is a rash 
anxiety to speak and speculate. We have passed 
through much danger, yet more remains. We 
are in God's hand : enough is said. He will keep 
us through all. 

Mem. Thou art alone; — what makes thee so 
bold beyond a woman's wont? 
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Con. I am alone; but I can pray, and at once 
it is the world which seems alone, and I full of 
the presence of God. 

Mem. What! art thou still a Christian? Oh, 
that wretched little slave ! Wherefore alone ? Is 
she dead ? 

Con. Well-nigh dead. But know this, Mem- 
mius, ere thou revilest her, if she had died, her 
life would have been lost to save thine I 

Mem. Thou dost awe me — thou lookest stern 
as Minerva, — how ? 

Con. No, I must be gentle; but thou must 
not despise her. She is a weakly child of frail 
body, looking younger even than her years. Lie 
quite still, and listen; — no, that arm must not be 
moved — and thou shalt hear. She went forth last 
night, having watched beside thee for many 
hours, bearing a message to Caecilius the deacon 
relating to thy benefit. Coming back, she fell in 
with two Moors of a foraging party of Capel- 
lianus' troops, who, discerning her for an Italian, 
at once demanded if she knew aught of L. Mem- 
mius, for whose head a reward was offered. Thus 
thou art known as one worth the murdering. 
The child refused any reply, upon which they 
beat her all over with the hiks of their daggers, 
leaving her senseless, and, as they thought, dead. 
Coming to herself, she crawled with difficulty 
several miles, and returned. Poor little child, 
how I love and pity her ! She lies in the inner 
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cell, her whole back being, as it were, one bruise, 
so brutal was their violence. I have tended her 
as well as I could, and trust that she will awake 
somewhat recovered, although if fever should seize 
her weak frame she may yet die. 1 pray God for 
the dear child's life and for thine by turns. Oh, 
may ye both live, she to teach thee, as she hath 
me, thou to thank her, and learn of her, and I to 
love you both ! 

Mem. Brave child ! I owe her my life. 

Con. She would tell thee thou owest all to God, 
and bid thee remember Him. 

Mem. That is her continual song. She doth 
love thee deservedly, but she owed me no love that 
she should so endure for my sake; brave child ! 

Con. She is content to owe love to all, saying 
that Christ left her the debt, in dying for all and 
for her. She would preserve thee from death till 
thou canst know how to die. 

Mem. Had I a weapon near, that lesson should 
be quickly learnt. To die? Is that so hard? 
Nay, it seemed not so. I saw our cause lost. 
That for which thou didst bid me live was lost, 
why then survive ? 

Con. Oh, God forgive thee ! 

Mem. Hast thou <a knife ? 

Con. What meanest thou ? 

Mem. By one wound to cure all. A knife or 
noose ! Tear me a strip of thy robe — a long strip 
— and twist it. Ha ! give me that. I will dis- 
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appoint the prowling stabber even with that ring. 
Why, H was mine own. I say, I will ! I have it ! 
Ha ! — no ! Oh, how much love for thee would 
my last sigh have breathed, if thou hadst not 
withstood me then ! Then I must lie and wait 
the slow approach of the coward murderer. I am 
exhausted — oh ! 

Con. I thank God thou wast weak with wounds 
and sickness, or I could not by struggling have 
kept this ring from thee. 

Mem. It hath a sharp edge, no less than a 
heavy boss; the Phrygian slave was near being 
avenged I Oh, yet give it me. 

Con. It hath never left my neck since first it 
lay there, but now, lest thou snatch it against thy 
own life as I stoop over thee, I will hang it on thy 
broken helmet there ! my beloved — for I can 
kiss thee without danger now — let me kneel and 
pray God to forgive thy rebellious heart and rash 
hand. 

Mem. O death, or sleep that shall disguise 
death, come quickly ! They will stab me as I 
sleep — no, I will not close an eye. 

Con. Lie down and trust in God, whose eye 
above thee never closeth : my beloved, I im- 
plore thee — yet be calm. 

Mem. Another — a more horrible thought! 
If they seek my life, let not my murderers find thee 
here. — Ah, no ; I shall never know it, there is a 
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price on my life ; they will make sure of their 
bloody bribe — enough, enough ! I shall be dead ! 

Can. Tea, enough for me and thee of all the 
things which death will close. Twice lately hath 
death confronted me, once in horror, and once in 
hope. They can do nothing to this frame of 
flesh, — they can inflict no wound, no stain, which 
the resurrection shall not heal and purge away. 
But whither, O my Memmius, will death carry 
thee? 

Mem. I might by now have known. Oh, how 
I sought to die, and thought at last that I had 
found! I am weak and faint — hast thou any 
wine? 

Con. It must not touch thy lips; here is some 
water of citron — drink. 

Mem. Thanks. I am sleepy, but is it sleep or 
death ? 

Con. He is dropping asleep. I fear he will 
die ! No, I will not fear ; while he slumbers, I 
will pray my fears away. fool, fool that I was, 
to tell him of the assassins ! He would not have 
striven against his own life except for this. God 
forgive me ! Yes, I will pray for him, and me, 
and all. 



Con. He must have slept two hours or more, 
and Memento slumbers still. Ha! what sound 
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was that without ? 'Tis a lizard rustling in the 
fallen vine-leaves — his bright eye peeps at me. 
There hath not been a sound save the deep breath- 
ing of the sleepers and the heaving whisper of the 
far-off sea. There droop from hill and tree deep 
shadows towards the east. Will Csecilius never 
eome ? There is the lizard's eye still. How awful 
is this wild silence when lower creatures gaze upon 
us as though mere parts of their solitude ! Let 
me stir forth — one step from the door. How 
beautifully winds the curled vine around it; there 
is a porch of living basket-work matted with 
broad leaves. I see the sun through one of them, 
a young delicate leaf — how he glows in the rich 
small network of its veins ! The greatest work 
of God gives a glory to the least. Another rustle ! 
but within — no lizard now ; thou art awake, my 
Memmius ! 

Mem. See that the men feed their horses well. 
So Capellianus will not yield his place 

Can. His mind wanders. gracious God, is 
this the last stage before death ? 

Mem. A worthy bloodhound of the fierce 
Thracian huntsman. Are their spears bright, 
lieutenant ? 

Con. Memmius, art thou lost ? — dost thou 
know me ? 

Mem. All shall know thee, Africa shall know 
thee ! Cleopatra and Dido shall resign their fame 
to thine. 
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Con. Oh, saddest voice of all to me ! 

Mem. Cling not around me, dost thou not see 
they hold the stirrup for me? We must fight, 
my love, for our titles ; when I have won all else, 
the crown of my reward art thou ! 

Con. It is of no use to speak, save unto God. 

Mem. Ha ! — keep them off! I hear stealthy 
footsteps. Oh, to die thus ! — There's blood on 
me already ! — whose is it ? What will they do to 
thee ? No, no, no, no ! — I say they shall not ! 
That is a sword on the wall. 'Tis mine. How 
came it there ? By all the gods HI have it. What 
art thou that thou shouldest hold me ? 

Con. Thy betrothed, thy beloved ! Lie down. 

God, he has the strength of madness — oh, I 
cannot keep him down. O Memento, help, 
awake ! She is too weak. I hear a noise. — 
Is his conjecture right ? 

Mem. I fling thee from me. Why, one arm's 
enough ! They come, they come, — they shall find 
a Roman armed. Stay — if I fall, I cannot kill 
thee then : — thou shalt die first ! 

Con. Some one approaches. Oh, is it 

Thank God, Csecilius, 'tis thou ! 

C-ecilius. Memento. 
Cacil. Wherefore half erect and struggling? 

1 see! — delirium hath him. Fling forth the 
sword, girl. Now cling round his waist with all 
your weight. He is down : tear one of those rush- 
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ropes from the bedding. Twice — twice round his 
arm; now strain it across his chest. He seems 
more calm. Ha I that wound on his head is 
bleeding again. No wonder, with such violence ; 
— and yet it may sober him. 

Con. Oh, how happy am I that thou didst 
arrive ! He heard thee before I did. 

Cacil. The fevered ear is keenly sensitive of 
sounds; it is well I am come, God doubtless 
guiding, in this case of need. 

Con. I am sure Memento and I could have 
done nothing without thee. He would doubt- 
less have slain me, for he imagined horrible 
things for me at the hands of the assassins whom 
he feared; and after me his hand was against 
himself. 

Cacil. The girl hath gone suddenly — where- 
fore was she so wildly and scantily clad? He 
seems subdued now — hast thou staunched the 
wound? 

Con. I have, and composed the bandage. The 
poor child was nearly beaten to death, as she re- 
turned last night from thee, by some Moors 
prowling for Memmius, whom she refused to 
betray. She heard me cry, and though weak and 
sore, she girded a cloak round her, and rushed 
from her bed to help. Yet what could we have 
done? I bless God for thy opportune arrival. 
Is he asleep ? 

Cacil. Not so, his eyes roam. Go thou and 
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see if the poor child needs help. Her sadden 
effort may have done her harm. 

Con. Thou didst well to think of her. She lay 
fainting on the bed. She is better now, and 
seems recovering, though too weak for the effort 
she made. 

Mem. Csecilius ? 

Cacil. How knowest thou me ? 

Mem. I know 'tis thou. Thou art come for 
my good at thy own risk. 

Cacil. I am come the messenger of God, the 
ambassador of Christ the Lord. I come, it may 
be as thou sayest at the risk of my life, — what 
then? Constantia hath watched thee night and 
day, with death at the door each instant, and 
hath but just escaped death at thy hands ; the 
poor child within hath well-nigh lost her life that 
thou mightest live. Memmius, think not of 
all this. Beware of being grateful to any one of 
us, and leaving thy duty to God undone. 

Mem. What duty ? 

Cacil. To believe in Him whom He hath 
sent. 

Mem. Is He not a man — or rather was He not — 
and now dead ? Weak souls may sorrow for the 
dead and love their memory — thou wouldest for 
me, my Constantia ! But actually to love those 
whom we see no more is not possible, nor, as it 
seems to me, to love those whom as yet we have 
never seen. 
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Cecil There, too, thou errest, man ; God is 
He, whom, not having seen, we love. 

Mem. I was not averse when well, and before 
these dire events, to converse about such things. 

Sir, I am weak, too weak now ; if I ever re- 
cover strength, I will think on these things, for 
your sakes — well, yes, and for mine. If they are 
true, they must be true to all. Constantia, a 
sick man's thoughts start up wantonly, I suddenly 
remember that thou wast in prison . Vain boaster ! 

1 said / would be thy liberator — how wast thou 
set free ? 

Con. We were alarmed by news brought 
through some zealous friend, that the fishermen, 
round whom the rest of the scum of the populace 
always gather, had forsaken nets and boats, and 
in a swelling concourse were shouting and parad- 
ing through the streets, calling on Moloch, and 
vowing victims, and that a cry had been heard — 
" To the prisons ! — to the prisons ! " All thought, 
when this was brought to our ears, that we were 
the victims intended, and that the rude sweepers 
of the sea, their nets being empty, had resolved 
to seek for better success by so appeasing the 
goddess of the waves. We prepared to die in that 
our prison-house. Caecilius, who had just preached 
courage and constancy, seemed more fixed and 
bent on meeting death the nearer it came. I 
seemed to kindle with some spark of his flame 
myself. Memmius, I scarce thought even of 
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thee, save as a tempter by whom I had fallen : my 
thoughts were of Christ, seen through the dark 
veil of death. Yet I cannot tell what my own 
thoughts were; one feeling seemed to stir all 
hearts alike, as the ears of a wheat-field sway all 
one way beneath one breath of air. Scarce had 
a hymn been sung — surely it was by Memento's 
voice, not that I clearly remember, for who could 
sift the recollections of such a moment, but that 
I think it must have been ; — scarcely was it done 
when the gates were dashed open, and instead of 
outrage, wounds, and death, we were mute with 
wonder when we found the mob was come to set 
us free ! 

Mem. What sudden freak was that ? 

Con. The Gordiani having that day entered 
Carthage with laurelled fasces, all ranks declared 
a holiday; the images* of Maximinus were every- 
where thrown down ; the rabble was suffused 
with a flush of joy, and in their ecstasy rushed 
off to break all the prison doors, and so burst the 
bondage of those thrown by themselves into chains. 

Mem. A broken boast turns to a man's shame. 

Con. I discover the drift of thy thoughts; 
vex not thyself, be humble rather ; say it was the 
hand of God, who can use at His will a base 
rabble or a valiant man. It is only pride which 
makes a disgrace to itself out of a boast unfulfilled. 

Cacil. Yea, forego pride, and thou shalt no 
* See Note 14. 
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more feel shame. Thou wilt not refuse to hear 
me hereafter — wilt thou, if God yield thee life ? 

Mem. I will not refuse, though once I thought 
all scorn of thy way, Caecilius. 

CaciL And what hath wrought to change thee, 
having heard no arguments ? 

Mem. The love which hath been shown me. 
I thought my betrothed, when now a Christian, 
would renounce me. She hath been willing to 
bear all things, not only for her new way, but 
for me. I have been tossed with despair, whilst 
she hath calmly watched amidst worse fears than 
death — then that poor slave-girl — then thyself. 
Sir, I can speak no more. 

CaciL Hear, then, I have news. Round yonder 
cliff, on which stands the column of Hanno, a 
galley lies ; she will part for Alexandria an hour 
after sunset, at which time her boat will wait in 
the creek beneath the heights. 

Con. happy escape, if we can ever reach the 
sea ! My Memmius cannot raise himself 

CaciL That has been cared for. A litter will 
be sent as soon as the sun is below the horizon, 
with bearers and a female attendant — she whom 
thou didst lose when Byrrho's house was sacked. 

Con. Enough! Memmius shall be borne in 
the litter ; and if our dear little child is unable to 
walk, the nurse and I will of two vine-poles and 
a blanket make a litter for her. Oh, how good is 
God to us all 1 
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CaciL Lady, thou hast not yet escaped; there 
is need of prayer. I came disguised through the 
city this morning, and heard that one Agariston, 
who had arrived newly from Asia, had been put 
to death at once, as a friend of Memmius, for 
whom he incautiously inquired. Thus the foe 
thirsts for blood 

Mem. Agariston ! — ah, there will be now less 
laughter in the world! — Poor friend, farewell! 
Dead — and that through me ! To be the death 
of my friends, and to have lives risked for me, and, 
after all, myself to live — how strange, how won- 
derful, is all this ! 

Cacti. Be content with the friends whom God 
leaveth ; this man's death may be a wholesome 
loss to thee, perchance. May the peace of the 
Lord be with you ! Byrrho is on board the galley 
already, and prays for a fair wind. Farewell ! 

Mem. Is Caecilius gone ? 

Con. He is gone. 

Mem. And hath he taken Memento ? 

Con. Thou seemest not to know that she is 
unable to leave her bed. 

Mem. Methought I saw her here but now, 
but I have been dreaming; doubtless it was 
not so. 

Con. Nay, it was so. Thou didst wake furious, 
wildly mad with fever. Memmius, I was 
powerless to restrain thee, and shrieked aloud; 
she left her bed of pain to aid me and defend 
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thee against thyself. Yet all would have been 
useless had not Csecilius come. 

Mem. Would that some kind daemon or benig- 
nant mortal had heretofore defended Memmius 
against himself! 

Con. Yet it was not quite too late. 

Mem. It was only not too late. Again to 
you I owe it that I live. 

Con. She hath returned to her couch, exhausted 
by her efforts in aid of us, and slumbereth calmly. 
She hath been to me a greater treasure than all 
the east could buy. In my greatest poverty I 
have been rich in her. Leaning upon her calm 
courage, I have learned to know from what source 
it flows. Memmius, my love for thee was the 
sole danger against which she could not guard 
me ! 

Mem. Constantia, I feel thy words, for I recall 
my own ; many things seem to knock at my heart 
with one voice. When first that child accosted me 
on the beach at Troas, how I had scorned to learn 
anything of her ! And now I have no prop — and 
why is it that I feel the soul needeth one ? This, 
too, hath come to me only of late. I can scarce 
steer between terror and despair. I wrestle down 
the fear of secret murder by thinking death an end, 
and that, if all must die, what matter how ? But 
then it is as though something looked up at me 
from below the horizon, and drove me back on 
hoping yet for life. Oh, that I could be as firm 
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in soul as that humble slave-girl ! God bless her ! 
Csecilius may teach me, but, Memento, save for 
thee I should never have learned ! 

Von. I love to hear thee speak thus ; yet much 
speech is not for thy health. Listen, and I will 
tell thee more of Memento. She was as courageous 
in our prison as on the sea, or as last night on the 
. beach. She bade us remember God, who would 
either rescue us from death, or by death draw us 
to Him. • 

Merit. Some such cry is ever the last thing 
upon her lips. Whence got she it ? 

Con. It seems to be quite her own. " Remem- 
ber God ! — Remember Him ! " she used to cry 
it in the garland-market, when much younger; 
and they grew to call her " Memento/' forgetting 
her former name. She would sell her flowers 
loose in the handful, or wreathed and fastened in 
most graceful knots, and would "present the buyer, 
besides his purchase, with a sprig of rosemary or 
a leaf of acanthus, in token that he should " re- 
member God." She was the daughter of a fisher- 
man who was drowned, and her mother sold the 
poor child- for a slave. She was bought by a 
tavern-keeper on the Flaminian Way, where, in 
the preparations for suppers, she showed a tasteful 
choice in weaving garlands, and acquired such 
skill that her master turned her from a domestic 
place into the market to weave and sell, himself 
receiving the profits. In going to and fro between 
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the city and her master's house, she fell in with 
some who followed the way of Christ, and led her 
to seek it. I knew her not till after this ; but 
I can conceive how her soul fijled itsejf with the 
news of Jesus Christ, Passing to the baths one 
morning, I saw her for the first time. I beheld 
her carrying in her basket a little lost child, of 
such tender years it eould not tell its home ; the 
infant sat half buried amidst fresh flowers, laugh- 
ing and crowing with the wet tears on its face. I 
asked her whose child it was, and she said she 
knew not, but it should be made a child of God. 
I asked her what she meant, and bought some of 
her flowers, which my slaves took away ; she be- 
sought me to take a lily besides, which she held 
up to my litter in her fingers, and said that the 
flower would fade, but that God changes never ; 
that all flesh is as the flower, save their bodies 
who are made children of God; and bade me 
remember Him. Seeing her several times after 
this, I used to converse with her; but she would 
not talk much, saying that she must sell, for that 
was her task. She was so simply in earnest, and 
so carelessly innocent in speech, I was quite taken 
with her, and, finding her master only prized her 
for her flower-craft, bought her easily. I did 
better in buying her than if all the world had 
been given me ; for, Memmius, I have gained 
my own soul in that bargain ! 1 learned that 

N 
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the little foundling had been received as an 
orphan of the church. 

Mem. That is, of the followers of Christ — is it 
not? 

Con. Even so. They form a society in each city, 
under a head called a bishop. 

Mem. How strange an impulse reigns in all 
who are of that way ! 

Con. To what doth it impel ? 

Mem. To love and to do kindness. She loved 
that babe at once. 

Con. Would the precepts of Chrysippus lead 
to the same ? 

Mem. Nay. 

Con. Would old Platonism or new so lead ? 

Mem. It might urge, perhaps ; it would never 
lead. 

Con. Wherefore not, to those at least who pro- 
fess to be guided thereby ? 

Mem. Constantia, these things are opinions. 

Con. And the way of Christ, is that, too, an 
opinion ? 

Mem. I thought so till I traced something of 
it, as striking deeper roots in their souls who 
followed it. 

Con. I seem to help thy over-readiness to speak 
by myself conversing. Yet is it not even a greater 
risk to bid thee be silent ? Let this question sink 
down into thy heart — Why doth the way of Christ 



Digitized 



by Google 



CARTHAGE. 179 

strike in the soul deeper roots than opinions of 
philosophy ? — Hark ! surely I hear our Memento 
calling from within. . . . Thou hast slept, my 
child ? Art thou less in pain now ? 

Meme. My pains are small. Is the holy 
Caecilius gone? 

Can. He is gone. 

Meme. Then L. Memmius must be awake, for 
thou wast speaking. 

Con. He is awake some time. What then? 
would one sick cure another ? 

Meme. I suffer only in the body, and, weak as 
I am there, there is other strength to me. Is he 
calm ? 

Mem. He hath come to himself, brave child, 
and to the knowledge of what he oweth to thy 
courage. Alas ! he can do no more than thank 1 
Oh, one maniple with hearts like thine had saved 
us all from this ! 

Meme. Not if God willed that this should be. 
Why dost thou not remember Him, of Whose 
mercy it is that thou art brought to this ? Why 
hast thou not died in thy sins ? Because He hath 
kept thee. The God of battles was against thee, 
but the God of mercy was on thy side. Remember 
Him! 

Mem. I am brought very low ; lama ruin. 

Meme. The lower thou art, the nearer to God, 
Who giveth grace to the lowly. 

Mem. Remember Him ! thou wouldest say. 
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Menu. Oh, may my words indeed become 
thine ! The Lord calleth all. He gnreth words 
of grace. He commandeth that they spread 
farther. Remember the command, and the 
Giver of it. He sits on high watching how it 
is fulfilled. Christ looketh erer down on earth 
now, as when on earth He looked erer up to 
heaven. 

Can. Oh that these sad, troublous times may 
cease ! How are we taken, my Memmius, in our 
snare of worldly glory ! — Thou wast to go from 
Asia to Africa and free mankind ; I was to share 
the triumph! But now, may we share our 
Saviour's love, and have leisure to learn in the 
Church ? Ah, time is short ! Oh that this day 
were past ! 

Meme. Remember wasted time ! Who knoweth 
whether this day be not the most precious of all 
life to some of us ? Redeem the time, the days 
are evil. Thou believest, lady; having once 
denied, thy faith is now the firmer : angels look 
for fruit from thy faith. In their eyes, the 
world and all its stars are dark save where lit up 
by the lamps of the Spirit. 

Can. What callest thou "lamps of the Spirit?" 

Meme. Souls enlightened by grace. Angels 

see one soul kindling at another, as 

love Christ walk about through the 

so other bright spots break out, and 

of new light catch at them, each 
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lighting others. All these are souls! This is 
all the light seen here by spirit-eyes ; the sun is 
not light to them, nor the moon, only souls loving 
God! 

Con. And shall we see thus hereafter ? 

Meme. Yea, we shall so see ! For so the holy 
John hath said, who saw the City of the kingdom 
of God — " the City had no need of candle, nei- 
ther light of the sun ; for the Lord God giveth 
them light : and the nations of them that are saved 
shall walk in the light thereof." So pure spirits 
see now, so we shall see hereafter. Here our eyes 
lead us, but there an inward eye, and its light, 
love. Is the wounded man asleep, lady ? 

Mem. He is not asleep, but thy words are so 
strange he seemeth to be in a dream. 

Meme. I have other words for thee, if thou wilt 
hear. Thou didst walk in pride, as though the 
earth were a temple raised to thee. Thou didst 
slay a man: now, say, was the defence of the 
miserable that which led thee to strike, or the 
desire of seeming valiant enough to win love, 
and scornful enough to despise it ? Pride ! — 
Remember thy pride. 

Mem. Peace ; thy words are worse to me than 
were the Moorish dagger-hilts to thee. 

Con. Hear her, Memmius ! Thy life was 
spared thee, perchance, for this. 

Mem. Philosophy is weak, since I cannot now 
love to hear words unsweetened by flattery. 
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Meme. Yet hear! I would make thee hate 
thy own deeds. Thou didst affect sloth, that cou- 
rage and conduct might seem a condescension. 
Thou didst shun the thanks of my mistress, as 
though all homage, save from thy heart to itself, 
were unworthy to he received by thee. "When 
urged to go to Africa, at first thou didst refuse in 
pride, and again consent in pride. 

Con. Why dost thou turn and writhe,— do thy 
wounds pain thee ? 

Mem. Not the wounds I have received, but 
those which I am receiving. 

Con. It is allowed thee to stir one hand; but 
what seekest thou ? Ha ! to cover thy face ? 

Meme. Oh, cover thy face, so thou stop not 
thine ears. Thou earnest boastfully to Africa in 
pride of thine own strength ; thou foundest the 
lady in prison, and a Christian ; thou didst tempt 
her faith, then new and frail, seeking by all the 
power of her love for thee to wrench her from 
God. 

Con. It was done ignorantly. May He pardon 
it, as He hath, I trust, pardoned me, who yielded 
thereto, though knowing it sin. 

Meme. Thou didst boastfully promise our deli- 
verance by thy hands — the pledge was futile, for 
God willed it not. Remember Him who resisteth 
the proud. He bent the thousands of rude hearts 
in Carthage, the sinful refuse of the earth and 
sea, to do His will; which was, that we should be 
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set free. Thou wast proclaimed Prefect* of Mau- 
ritania, and lo ! thou hidest in a hut. Thou didst 
vaunt tiff power of cavalry, but those very troops 
flung, thee off, deserting, save a mere handful, to 
the enemy. Thou wast proud and high of heart 
even to the end, thinking that either to die or to 
conquer must at least be thine. L. Memmius, 
thou hast not conquered, and thou art not dead ! 
Thou liest sick, and sore, and mangled, in secret 
fear of the assassin's sword at every instant, and 
thou hearest reproof for thy pride from a poor 
weak slave, sick and sore like thee, but with no 
fear of death. 

Mem. I reviled thee in the prison. 

Metne. Dost thou believe, that having been 
reviled then I seek to sting thee now? 

Mem. It is impossible ; thou didst risk thy life 
for me. 

Meme. O sir, why, therefore, not believing 
this, dost thou speak as though believing it? 
Remember, God heard thee. 

Mem. I remember that was the first word I 
heard from thee. 

Meme. Thou spakest to screen thy pride, both 
just now and formerly; for pride ever loveth to 
think that some other cause than truth calleth 
forth its reproof. And thus one who might have 
been wise heareth the truth from a poor vile 
creature such as I. 

♦ See Note U. 
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Mem. It is I am vile. I have fallen — ah me, 
from whence and whither ? I have fallen, but I 
have alighted on love; and, if I die, would not 
die proud. 

Meme. Wilt thou then forsake pride and be- 
lieve in Christ? 

Mem. I know not yet what I am to believe, 
but I have promised to hear. 

Con. I have myself only lately learnt what it is 
to believe, and scarcely yet know what is to be 
bolieved. 

Mem. I have caught a saying here and there 
concerning your way. A man died by a servile 
death, and fitom that ye expect alL things. Is it 
not so ? How can such hopes not be false ? 

Con. Memmius, dost thou forget so soon ? 
Is it, indeed, so impossible, that by the sufferings 
of a slave another's safety should be ensured ? 

Mem. It shames me. Oh, forgive me all; for- 
give me, God ! Memento, forgive thou me ; thy 
words were all truth, little child, and thy deeds 
all love. I will still learn of thee, Constantia. 

Con. Why dost thou search me so with thine 
eyes? 

Mem. If thou hast lost or thrown away my 
ring, I have deserved it. 

Con. It is not lost, my beloved ; but through 
its absence thou art saved — let me hope' so, at 
least — though all peril is not yet past. There, — 
I have put it on. I seem to have no fear now, 
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Memento, but feel as though I knew that the 
Lord would rescue us. It wanteth yet an hour* of 
sunset, but I am persuaded no hindrance will now 
occur. I must provide a few things for our voy- 
age ; for, Memento, a litter will come and a boat 
wait for us shortly. 

Meme. Ha ! Csecilius and the brethren ! 

Mem. How much are we two changed, Con- 
stantia, since last we spake of a sea-voyage ! But, 
save sore bruises, Memento is the same. 

Meme. I am what the Lord hath made me, and 
therefore cannot change. Be ye changed into His 
likeness, and ye, too, shall never change again. 

Con. I trust the sea will be smooth, for tha 
sake of you two wounded ones. 

Meme. 

The sea is nigh, 

But, storm or fair, 
O'er wave and sky, 
The Lord is. there. 

Tho' billows rear 

Till stars be dim, 
Love casts out fear ; 

We are with Him ! 

The soft gale's breath 

Is of His grace ; 
If storms bring death, 

We see His face. 
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NOTES. 



ROME. 

Note 1. — The "clepsydra" was a machine for mea- 
suring time by the dropping of water. 

Note 2. — " Energumen," from the Greek, signifying 
"one wrought in or upon," was the name in the early 
Church for one possessed by a devil. These seem to 
have formed a class by themselves. Bingham fixes the 
latter end of the third century as the period when the 
exorcists of these demoniacs were settled into an order 
in the Church, up to which time the office was usually 
performed by bishops and presbyters ; but " that this 
power was common to all orders of Christians," he 
adds, " appears further from the challenges of the 
ancient apologists, Tertullian and others, to the heathens, 
wherein they undertake that, if they would bring any 
person possessed with a devil into an open court before 
the magistrates, any ordinary Christian should make 
him confess that he was a devil and not a God." — 
Bingham's Antiquities of the Christian Church, Book in- 
ch, iv. 

Note 3. — Bingham further adds, "The next sort of 
persons for whom prayers were now made were the 
energumens, for .... it was thought an act of becoming 
mercy and charity to let them have the public prayers 
of the Church, and grant them liberty to be present at 
such prayers." — Bingham's Antiquities of the Christian 
Church, Book xiv. ch. v. Of these prayers he sub- 
joins some examples. From the same author we learn 
that the " lower part of the church was the place of the 
energumens." — Ibid. Book viii. ch. iv. 
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Note 4. — The "symbol of the faith" is the creed or 
form of words in which we confess our belief. 

Note 5. — " The Just Qne " was a surname given to 
St. James, the author of the catholic epistle which bears 
his name, and from which the words quoted are taken, 
ch. iii. 6. 



SMYBNA. 



Page 43, line 12. — " The Phrygian mother" was a name 

given to the goddess Cybele, from the country in which 
er worship was indigenous. The rites mentioned in 
the text were such as were used in that worship. 

P. 45, L 19. — " The Asiarchs " were, in the Roman 
provinces of western Asia, the chief presidents of the 
religious rites, whose office it wa» to exhibit games. 
The same word is rendered " the chief of Asia " in Acts, 
xix. 31. 

P. 46, 1. 11.— The "Academy" and the "Porch" were 
popular names for the Platonic and Stoic schools of 
philosophy. 

P. 46, 1. 12. — " The Stagyrite" was a name given to the 
philosopher Aristotle, from the place of his birth. 

P. 55, 1. 16. — " Erebus " originally means " darkness, " 
and is a common expression in Greek poetry for the 
infernal regions. 

P. 55, 1. 16. — "Ate 4 ," in the tragic writers, appears as 
the avenger of evil deeds, and inflicts just punishment 
upon the offenders and their posterity ; hence the name 
is equivalent to " woe " or " vengeance." 

P. 57, L 13.—" The Cyclops " alluded to is Polyphemus. 
When deprived of his eye by Ulvsses under the evasive 
name of oCnt, or " no one, and asked by his compa- 
nions the name of his injurer, he is made, in the drama 
of Euripides, to reply that " no one has blinded him," 
who at once rejoin that " he cannot, then, be blind." 

P. 59, 1. 27. — " Cypris" was a Greek name for the god- 
dess of love. " Hades " the name of the god who ruled 
in the shades below. 
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P. 64, 1. 21. — "Zeus" was the principal deity in Greek 
mythology, represented in the Roman Pantheon by 
Jupiter, and " Herd," his wife, by Juno. 

P. 67, 1. 11. — " Masks and buskins" were parts of the 
costume of ancient tragedy. 

P. 67, 1. 30.— "The great Simon," surnamed Magus, 
of whom mention occurs, Acts, viii. 9. A feat of magic 
ascribed to him is alluded to farther on, p. 69, 1. 18. 

P. 72, 1. 2. — The relics of martyrs were commonly 
preserved in the ancient Church. Archbishop Wake 
says, " The eye-witnesses of the sufferings (of Ignatius) 
gathered up the few hard bones of his body which the 
Hons had left, and carried them back in a kind of tri- 
umph to his church at Antioch." — Preliminary Discourse 
on the Epistle of St. Ignatius. 



CARTHAGE. 

P. 74, 1. 8. — " Coan" wine was in much esteem among 
the ancients, who named the wine, as we commonly do, 
from the place where the vines grew ; this, in the pre- 
sent case, was the island Cos, now Stan Co, at the 
south-west corner of Asia Minor. 

P. 74, 1. 19. — "The ring of Gyges" was supposed to 
make the wearer invisible at pleasure. 

P. 74, 1. 20. — "A Lydian" means here an effeminate 

Eerson, of which character that people were reputed to 
e. Gyges, mentioned in the last note, was their king. 

P. 74, 1. 21.-— "Oscan," "Cascan," and "Priscan," were 
the names of different ancient tribes of Italy, to whom 
the later Romans were fond of attributing an austere 
and primitive virtue ; so also " Pelignian," (p. 78, 1. 24,) 
where "plusquam" means "more than." 

P. 75, 1. 7.—" The bushel" alluded to is that which 
Annibal is said to have filled with rings taken from 
Romans of the equestrian order, slain in one battle, at 
Cannes. 
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P. 75, 1. 18. — " Diomedes and Glaucus " are made in 
the " Iliad " to exchange armour, as a pledge of heroic 
friendship, though fighting on opposite sides ; the arms 
of the former were brazen, those of the latter of gold ; 
hence the allusion became proverbial, as applied to 
unequal exchanges. 

P. 75, 1. 21.— The " Helots " were public slaves of the 
Spartans, of whose unfeeling treatment of them many 
notices occur in ancient writers. 

P. 77, 1. 6. — The " Macedonian bonnet" was of a broad, 
low form, and was made mostly of felt, somewhat re- 
sembling that commonly used now under the name of a 
"wide-awake." 

P. 77, 1. 17. — " Gilded ancestors " may be understood 
to mean their images, which were carefully preserved in 
Roman families, and sometimes thus ornamented. 

P. 77, 1. 18. — The " stater " was a gold coin confmonly 
in use in Greece and the Greek part of Asia, and is 
stated by Herodotus to have been the most ancient 
with which the Greeks were acquainted. It was recently 
current in Greece at the value of about twenty-five 
shillings. 

P. 79, 1. 3. — The allusion is to an exploit of the former 
of the two heroes mentioned, p. 75, 1. 18. In the " Iliad," 
Diomedes, whose paternal name was Tydides, wounds 
first jEneas, and next his mother, the goddess Aphro- 
dite 4 , in Roman mythology represented by Venus; the 
quotation is translated from Horace, who alludes to the 
subject in one of his odes. 

P. 81, L 13. — " Liburnian " slaves are mentioned by a 
Latin satirist as used in bearing litters ; they came from 
the country now called Croatia. 

Note 1. — "Africa" was the scene of the first insurrec- 
tion against the tyranny of Maximin. The events on 
which this Dialogue turns took place in the year, as 
fixed by Mr. Clinton, 238 ; and will be found recorded in 
Gibbon's " Decline and Fall," ch. vii. 

Note 2. — " The Thracian bear" is a name here applied 
to Maximin from the country of his birth. 
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Note 3. — "The Dioscuri" is the name given to Cas- 
tor and Pollux, supposed to preside over the storms of 
the sea ; hence vows were commonly made to them by 
Bailors, in which the shaving of the head was often a 
part. 

Note 4. — " Thysdrus " was the first scene of the ac- 
tual outbreak against the officers of Maximin ; it was 
about a hundred and fifty miles from Carthage. 

Note 5. — "Charon's gate" was the name given at 
Athens to the gate through which criminals were led 
to their execution. 

Note 6. — " Gades," now Gibraltar. 

Note 7. — The "sextarius" was nearly equal to a pint. 

Note 8. — " hsaret lateri lethalis arundo." — 

Mn. iv. 73. 

Note 9. — A large portion of the discourse which fol- 
lows is translated from several epistles of Cyprian, who 
became bishop of Carthage about ten years after the 
events alluded to in this Dialogue. The references are as 

follow : Ep. lxxvii. "Pars adhuc in claustris profi- 

ciens." " Imposuerunt quoque placens et perfecta." 

Ep. lxxxi. " beatum carcerem plena est." Ep. 

ad Turasium. " Gentiles gentilium." Ep. ad For- 

tunatum. " Comitari reponaris." In some parts a 

sentence has been transposed or omitted to suit the 
supposed occasion better. 

Note 10. — By " the holy sacrifice " {sacrificia divina) 
the Eucharist is intended. There being no priest sup- 
posed present, the word " sacerdotibus " has not been 
translated ; but the fact of there being none may still 
be supposed a reason why they could not "offer and 
celebrate." 

Note 11. — The quotation here is from the book of the 
"Wisdom of Solomon," not included in the Canon of 
Scripture, though in the text that term is applied to it. 
The Council of Carthage, however, extended the term 
"canonical" to it, a.d. 397, though it may be doubted 
whether the meaning was to esteem it " inspired." 
Bingham, xiv. ill. 6, considers that there was no such 
meaning, but that by "canonical" was meant such f 
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books as were in the u catalogue authorized to be read 
in the church." 

Note 12. — The battle in which the younger Gordian 
lost his life, and immediately after which the elder de- 
stroyed himself, is supposed to have taken place between 
Parts V. and VL of this Dialogue. 

Note 13. — The " Nomad," or roving horsemen, are 
spoken of by the historians of the period as constituting 
part of tke forces in the field on this occasion. 

Note 14. — Goidian, on assuming the purple, dismissed 
Capellianus from the post of prefect of Mauritania, and 
appointed another not named in history, but supposed 
here to be the L. Memmius of the Dialogue.— (August. 
Hitt., vol. ii. p. 47. Lugd. Bat. 1671.) 
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